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One 


He was a fucking god. He walked into Royal Grounds towards the end of my shift. | literally had to fight my co- 
worker Crystal for the register. She didn't have a snowballs chance in Hell as my dad would say. He stood 
before me bare-chested in defiance of the no shoes, no shirt, no service sign not a foot away. He had a 
swimmer's physique, lean with muscles pulled taunt under bronzed skin. He ordered a double nonfat latte, and 
he pushed his long blonde locks behind his ears before digging into the pocket of his board shorts for change. 
His slender fingers emerged with three crumpled ones. | wordlessly handed him his change. He looked right at 
me, smiled and dropped the quarter into the tip jar. Man, his smile, two rows of perfect white teeth framed 
by dimples and a full bottom lip. | wanted to bite that lip. He was my fucking wet dream come to life, that's 


what he was. 


| watched him for the remainder of my shift, between wiping the counter and shoving two stacks of dishes 
into the washer. He glanced my way only once. | held his gaze. | know what | want and | usually know how to get 
it. | didn't smile or play coy. l'm sure he got that all the time. | didn't undress him with my eyes. Why should |? 
| would see it all soon enough. | just let my eyes linger. He raised his eyebrow but turned away after thirty 
seconds. | was plotting my next move when Todd arrived to pick me up for rehearsal. When | returned from 


the back with my stuff, | noticed him engaged in a rather animated conversation with my wet dream. 


"Man, you really should go with me to Mexico during Spring Break. The place will be crawling with chicks. We'll 
be thigh high in babes," Todd enthused. 


"You're not going anywhere if | get us booked that week," | interrupted. 

"Sure, sure," Todd replied. "Well see you around Shane." Todd and his friend knocked knuckles and we were off. 

| crawled into the front seat of Todd's van. It always smelled of pot, the beach, and feet. Todd never wore 
socks so his feet always reeked. | had forbid him to ever take his shoes off around me again. Once was plenty. 


The smell of something akin to rotting fruit seemed to follow me for hours. 


"So who was that guy?" | asked. | had to push aside mounds of Taco Bell wrappers with the toe of my shoe in 
order to find a place to rest my feet. 


"What guy?" Todd asked, pulling into traffic. 

"The guy you were talking to, that Shane guy," | answered, adjusting the seatbelt 

"Well, that was Shane," Todd said, laughing as he reached down for a sweating Big Gulp cup. 

"How do you know him?" 

"From around. We've hung out. He was in Brandon's old band," Todd replied. 

"What does he play?" | asked. 

"Nothing, | don't know. He was the singer." Todd turned left on La Brea and head north towards Kevin's house. | 


decided right then and there that Black Fulcrum definitely needed another singer. Of course | should probably 


see if he was any good first. 
"Who's he with now?" 


"He fucks off a bit with lan Kaufman's band. Shane goes to UCLA so he's pretty busy," Todd answered. He 


pulled up and parked the van outside of Kevin's house. 
"Is he any good?" | asked while changing my shirt. | had really begun to hate the smell of coffee. 


"At singing? Yeah, really good but he's in law school Toby. He doesn't have time for a band. Besides, we have 
Mitch," Todd replied. 


"How come you never invited him to one of our shows?" 


Todd shrugged his shoulders and released his seatbelt. "We have Mitch, Toby," he said before hopping out and 


slamming the door. 


Yes, Mitch. Mitch, Mitch, Mitch. Mitch is my older but certainly not wiser brother. Technically, The Black 
Fulcrum Brotherhood was his band. He started it with Kevin and Bill three years ago. | only joined last year, 


when | moved down here. Mitch was ecstatic. He kept bragging, "That's my little bro. Look how he plays and 
he's just a kid. And | taught him." 


| knew | had two choices; either start my own band and devastate Mitch or make some serious changes and 
only bruise his ego a bit. The first change | made was to get rid of Bill. Not only was he a lousy drummer 
when he bothered to show that is, but he also dealt cocaine, much of which went straight up Mitch's nose. So 
| pulled Bill aside and told him he could bow out gracefully or | could call the police with a friendly tip. He knew 
better than to fuck with me. Having a cop for a father has a few benefits. Two weeks later it was as if Todd 
was always our drummer. Thankfully he's one of those guys that can get along with anybody, even a guy 


who's sore about losing his connection. 

The second change was a little bit more difficult. Mitch is very talented. He's a good guitarist but he could be 
a fucking fantastic guitarist if he would just focus. But he wastes his energy. If he isn’t partying and chasing 
girls, he's playing cards or baseball. Often the only time he picks up a guitar all week is at rehearsal. So | said | 
should be the lead guitarist. "You've got to be fucking kidding?" he laughed. 


"Do | look like I'm kidding?" | asked in all seriousness. 


"So you want to be a lead guitarist," Mitch said in his best Yoda impersonation. "Nice try Obi-wan," Mitch 
sneered. He knew | hated it when he called me that. It was a childhood nick name that | absolutely loathed. 


"Okay, let's put it to a vote," | replied 

"This isn't a fucking democracy," Mitch snapped 

"Pussy," | muttered, loud enough for all to hear. 

"What did you say?" Mitch asked angrily 

"You heard me! You're a pussy! You're afraid I'll win! 

"Fine! Fucker! Votel" Mitch barked. 

"Who thinks | should take over lead?" | asked. Todd raised his hand. 


"Fucking figures! He's your friend! Of course he'd choose you! He's only in this band because of you!" Mitch 
argued. 


“Thanks pal," Todd replied. 


"Kevin?" | asked. "Now be honest! Me or Mitch?" 


Kevin was silent for a minute. He stole a glance at Mitch and sighed. "Come on Kev, I've always played lead!" 


Mitch cried. 

‘lm sorry Mitch but” 

"But what?" Mitch shouted. "You know what? Fuck youl Fuck all of you." Mitch kicked in an amp and stormed 
out. He wouldn't speak to me for a week | argued and cajoled a wall of silence. He was getting as good as me at 
this. 

He finally caved when | said "I guess we'll have to get another front man for your band" That was eight 
months ago and Mitch still sulked about it on occasion. Brining in a new singer would be tricky. Mitch's voice 
was good in an edgy Iggy Pop sort of way. But if he smoked and drank too much the day before, it was shot. 
Since that was pretty much a daily occurrence, | had already been thinking about the inevitable. This would 
only speed up the process. Well | would deal with Mitch when the time comes. | climbed out of the van and 
grabbed my gear. 

"Hey Todd?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Why don't you invite him to the show Friday?" 

"Who?" he asked. When | first met Todd | wasn't sure if he was really that stupid or not. He often acted like a 
complete idiot. But | soon realized that he usually played the fool when he didn't want to do something. 
Similarly, he could be very sharp when it suited him. 

"Fuck you! You know whol I'll put him on the list," | answered. 

"He's probably busy.Besides... 

"Besides what?" 

‘Its not a good idea," he replied. 

“Sure it is. Invite him," | insisted. 


"Toby whatever you're up to, l'm sure l'm not going to like it. And | know Mitch isn't going to like it" 


"Fuck Mitch. Let me worry about Mitch." 


"But | do worry about Mitch. | worry about his fist slamming into my face," Todd explained. 


"Look | just want you to invite him. That's it. Honest! And you know | won't let this go," | said, pausing before 


Kevin's garage door. 

"Unfortunately | do know that." 

"So you'll do it?" 

lll see but I'm not promising anything," Todd sighed. "So how about moving so | can get inside?" 

| stepped aside and let Todd open the door. We were instantly assaulted by a wall of pot smoke. Mitch and 
Kevin sat slumped on the couch, passing a glass pipe back and forth while debating whether or not Mitch's 
latest conquest's tits were real or not. 


"They're fake," Kevin coughed, a plume of smoke escaping in bursts. 


‘Ive felt them and they're real," Mitch insisted, taking the pipe from Kevin's hand He took a deep drag and held 
it. 


"They don't hang right for real titties," Kevin said, reclaiming the pipe. 


Mitch exhaled. "I'm telling you they are real. Fake tits feel different, like an arm or something. These are soft. 
The kind you rub your face in" 


Todd flopped down next to Mitch. Kevin offered him the pipe. Todd gladly took it. "Great! We are supposed to be 


rehearsing!" | complained. 
"Hey piss ant!" Mitch replied. "Speaking of titties, have you gotten a chance to touch Chloe's yet?" 


Chloe is a girl I've taken out a couple of times. She's pretty, nice, and not too boring. About as much as | can 
hope for in a girl. We've messed around a bit and | had fun. To be honest, | take her out to keep Mitch off my 
back, It's not that | don't like her or | don't get off. | just can't see what the big deal is. | touch her and | don't 
feel anything special. Not like today, when | saw Shane. 


"Never mind Chloe. Let's get started," | said, plugging into my amp. 


"Ah, he hasn't!" Mitch laughed. "Well if you need to know how little bro, you can always ask me. I've had years 


of practice." 


"Yes. Too bad you don't handle the guitar as deftly as a woman's breast. Perhaps a little more practice is in 
order," | answered. “Speaking of practice, are you going to sit there and get stoned all day or are we going to 


rehearse?" 


Two 


Friday, it was finally here and | am so nervous you would have thought it was my first gig. | don't think | was 
even this nervous at my first gig. Shane. It was more than him being good looking. | had done some research 
and gotten a video tape of one of his performances with Bradon's band. He could actually sing and not just well. 
He could sing like a mother fucker. Yes, he was hot. Of course it didn't hurt, but for all | know he is straight 
as an arrow. Still, | had a feeling about him. It's like the final ingredient, the one thing that will pull it all 
together. Music isn't a hobby for me like it is for Mitch. | don't have a choice. There was no play baseball or 
play the guitar for me. | have to play. I'd sooner die then lose my hands. | can't imagine not waking up and 
playing every day. | don't just want to make it, | have to. | have to be the fucking best, otherwise what's the 
point? | used to love to draw. | still do sometimes, but | knew in my heart that | might be good, but | never 
would be the best. With music, | can be the best and | won't let anyone or anything stop me. We could keep 
going the way things are. We might even get a contract with Mitch as the singer. But might isn't good enough. 
We must get a contract and with a great singer with drool worthy looks to draw in the women, we will. In the 
end, I'm not just doing this for me. I'm doing it for Black Fulcrum and Mitch in particular. He wants success but 
he lacks the drive. He's so afraid to fail he only gives it a half assed attempt at best. When he's got a million 
bucks in the bank and can rub it in my father's face, he'll thank me. 


"So did you invite him? Is he coming?" | asked as soon as Todd answered his phone. | was on break. Well, not 
technically but my boss, Stan, was busy visiting his dry cleaners so | pretty much did as | wanted. God thing 
he's a misogynist, or Crystal would be manager instead of me. 

"Jesus Toby, you could at least say hello first," Todd said 

"Why? You knew it was me. So did you" 

"Yes," Todd sighed. "I asked him 

"Well?" 

"He said he'd see. | told you he was a busy guy" 

"Do you think he'll come?" | asked 

"| dont know Toby. Look, | invited him. That's all | can do," Todd replied 


"Was it a probably not I'll see or a more than likely I'll see?" 


"| don't know! You sound like my fourteen year old sister! Is this gonna be another one of your phases?" Todd 


asked. "Cause if it is, leave me out of it!" 


"No, it isn't one of my phases," | snapped. 


"| thought you were seeing some girl 
"lam. This has nothing to do with that! My interest in him is from a purely musical standpoint," | lied 
"| dont know what's worse,” Todd retorted 

"Todd, if you make sure he's there, lIl worship you forever." 

"There's a scary thought. | want my iconic bust in gold not bronze," Todd replied 

"So will you?" | asked 

"Im not making any promises but lII try. See you tonight Gertrude” Todd hung up before | could reply. 


| did feel a little bit guilty. Mitch did start the band. But then again, all out mutiny may be in order. The 
thought of kicking him out does cross my mind from time to time, like now for instance. Mitch usually picks 
me up from work when we have a gig. The bus ride home, with three transfers, ends up taking up to two 
hours. That's valuable time for me. | want to wash the stink of coffee away and unwind before we have to go. 
| had already climbed into his piece of shit car, tied the door back in place, and sat back as he merged into 
traffic before | realized he had been drinking. Unfortunately Mitch has odd hours. He works on a garbage 
truck, as one of those guys that hangs off the back, grabbing the cans and dumping them. He works from 
four am to one so he'd probably been at since two or three. 


"Fuck `n A Mitch! You're drunk. If you kill me, Dad's going to kill you," | complained. 


"l'm not drunk. | had a few beers after work. It's Friday and it takes a lot more than that to get me drunk. 
Unlike a certain pussy | know," he replied. Mitch switched lanes, cutting off a blue Honda Civic. When the Honda 
blared his horn, Mitch retaliated by slowing down. The car went around him so he sped up and flipped him off. 
"You want some of this faggot!" Mitch shouted out the window. The driver refused to acknowledge him. "Yeah, 
that's what | thought!" 


"You're a fucking idiot Mitch. You're gonna get us both arrested." 


"Yeah? Well I'm the idiot that drives your sorry ass around Angel May. So unless you like walking, shut up," 
Mitch snickered. 


"Would you please fucking slow down? This is so typical. We have a show in a few hours and you're already 


fucked up." 


"I am not fucked up and the show is in three hours! Would you fucking relax? Christ!" Mitch cursed. We drove 
the rest of the way in silence and the more | thought about, the less guilt | felt. | was doing the right thing. | 
had to get Shane to be our lead singer. It was all riding on this one gig. | looked over at Mitch. If he blew it 


tonight, | was going to kill him. 

| made sure Mitch got relatively sober but when it was time to go, he couldn't get his car to start. That 
meant Mitch was in a foul mood and Kevin had to drive thirty minutes out of his way to pick us up. We 

arrived with just enough time to help Todd unload the gear and set up. Actually Todd, Kevin, and | set up. 
Mitch headed straight for the bar. 

"So is he here?" | asked, lugging part of Todd's drum kit out of the back of his van. 

"I haven't seen him Toby. I've been kind of busy," Todd replied. 

"But he is coming?" | asked. 


"Who is coming?" Kevin asked, walking back towards the van from the backstage exit. 


"Oh just a friend of Todd's," | answered, giving Todd the eye so he wouldn't open his big mouth. If Kevin knew 
what | was up to he would certainly tell Mitch and then all hell would break loose. 


"So is he?" | asked as Todd and | carried the last of the equipment onto the stage. | looked over at the bar and 
saw Mitch tossing back shots with his girlfriend Sheri. | hated Sheri. She was a total bitch, the kind of chick 
that always hangs around the clubs on the strip. Her tits were big, her clothes were tight, and she would suck 
the dick of anyone who held a guitar. I'm sure she'd suck mine if | asked and l'm sure the fact that | hadn't 
was why she hated me as much as | hated her. | looked back at Todd expectantly. 


"Why don't you just talk to Mitch? Tell him to cut back on the smoke. He's got a good voice. Maybe a litle 


vocal training wouldn't hurt." 

"You're joking right? Talk to Mitch! And who has the money for vocal training even if he would go. Are you 
going to ask you parents for the cash? Besides we need a fucking fantastic voice not just a good one," | said, 
lovingly placing my guitar in its stand. 

"Then why not just hold auditions? Why Shane?" Todd asked. 


"Because | know what | want," | replied 


"And that's what scares me Toby. You don't let up till you get it and people get hurt. The last friend of mine 


you got a crush on nearly kicked my ass as well as yours," Todd said sharply. 
"The guy was drunk. He miss understood me." 
"Like | misunderstood you when you told me | had a cute ass?" Todd asked. 


It was my birthday. You guys got me drunk," | answered. 


"So its the Johnny Walker that thinks | have a cute ass!" Todd laughed. 


"Give it up Todd. | was never after you. You're not my type. You're too short," | complained. "I don't want Shane 


here for me. | want him here for us." 


"Even if you could get Shane to sing for Black Fulcrum, and that's a really big fucking if, do you really think 
Mitch is just going to step aside? It's his band!" 


‘Its our band!" | snarled. "Mitch's voice is.unreliable. This isn't just some way to meet women and fuck around. | 
intend to make it, not just play on weekends. | want to record my own music. Do you really think we'll get a 


contract with Mitch's voice? Because | don't." Our conversation ended there with the arrival of Kevin 


"Tom said five minutes," Kevin interrupted. A waft of marijuana hit me. Kevin grinned. As stoned as he was, | 


never had to worry about his playing 
"Well | got to drain the snake," Todd said and made his way backstage 
"Kevin, do me a favor and extricate Mitch from the bar?" | asked 
Kes 


| climbed down off the stage and carefully scanned the crowd. TẸT's was really just a cheap dive dressed up to 
look like a club. But it had three hundred and sixty person capacity and it managed to fill up most weekends. 
They played here twice a month, every once in awhile they even headlined. Tonight they were opening for a 
band called Proto Septum. There was no sign of him but the place was packed. Hopefully I'd see when we took 
the stage. 


We opened with AC DC's "You Shook Me All Night Long" mainly because everybody knows it. Then we did our 
cover of Black Flag's "Thirsty and Miserable" to placate Mitch. It seemed to cheer him up a bit. So we launched 
into our set of original material, playing "One Last Chance Again’ first. It was going remarkably well. | didn't 
have to worry. Even drunk, Mitch can play well. Especially when there's a girl he wants to impress. He spent 
most of the set leering at a blond in a tight tank top near the front while his girlfriend Sheri shot poisonous 
looks from the bar. | would have enjoyed it more if | weren't busily looking for a blonde myself. Between each 
song | searched the audience for a hint of flaxen. | was about to give up when during our third to last song, | 


saw him. 


He was leaned up against the bar towards the back. My heart sank as his expression was totally blank. We 
were good, weren't we? We certainly weren't that bad. It wasn't our best show ever but we were still pretty 
good, a lot better than the band we were opening for. He just stood there, occasionally drinking from his bottle 
of beer, watching Mitch. | was pissed and ready to write him off when he looked over at me. He stared for a 
second then smiled. | felt my face burn red and | looked away. | blushed even more at the thought that he had 


caused me to blush in the first place. | hated it when men were obvious. | would hate it even more if | was. 


There was something about his smile, like he knew something. | wondered if Todd had said something to him. He 
probably did the stupid fuck. | suddenly felt | had no control over the situation and that was not a good place 
to be. If | was going to convince him to be in the band, | needed the upper hand. I'd much rather have him in 
the band than to simply have him. If Todd said something, it might scare him off. Then again, why would he 
show at all? | glanced back and he was still watching me. | turned directly towards him and smiled right back. 


As the song ended, | walked over to Mitch. 
"Let's play “This is it Bitch’ ," | whispered in his ear. 
He turned to me and stared. He stepped back from the microphone. "But you hate that song." 


"Just do it! And remember l'm lead, even on this one," | replied before backing away. Mitch glared at me. Out 
of all the songs Mitch had written, this was his favorite. | hated it for obvious reasons. Besides, it would never 
get radio play. We where playing more and more of my songs, so we hadn't played it since | took over lead 
guitar. | chose it because from a guitarist's standpoint it was a ripping song and it would definitely show off 
my ability, even if Mitch had written it to show off his. | turned back to Todd, "We're doing ‘This is it Bitch’. 
Okay?" 


Todd raised an eyebrow but commenced. | followed. Mitch growled more than he sang. Of course the lyrics 
were crude so the less the audience heard of them the better. As my fingers whipped across the fret board, 


| glanced over at Shane. He was no longer leaning against the bar but was on his feet. And he was watching me. 
| couldn't help but smile. | knew | had won. We finished the set. Mitch grabbed his microphone and said, "Good 
night! Now fuck off!" 


| quickly made my way off stage, leaving Mitch, Todd, and Kevin to clear and pack up our gear. | wanted to find 
him before he left. | weaved through the crowd, ignoring a few obvious attempts to get my attention, only to 
find his place at the bar vacant. "Fuck!" 


"Looking for me?" | spun around, nearly knocking him over. "Sorry, | didn't mean to startle you," he said, 
reaching out a hand to steady himself. He gave me another one of his easy smiles. | felt the red creep back up 
my face. 

"I just wanted to see if you enjoyed the show," | sputtered. | sounded like a stupid kid. The fact that | probably 
was a stupid kid didn't boost my confidence any. I'm not usually the shy, nervous type. I've always been 
considered very mature and articulate for my age. But he made me feel awkward. 


"Yeah, you guys were good. So is Todd in the back?" he asked. 


"Probably. So he said you were a singer. Todd did, that is." | stumbled over my words like a drunk in a pumpkin 
patch. 


"| used To, not so much any more," he replied, draining his beer. 


"Why? You were fucking brilliant," | said. 

He laughed, setting the empty bottle on the bar. "Fucking brilliant huh? You saw me? " he asked. 
"The Battle of the Bands in 1996" 

"That's awhile back. You don't look old enough. How old are you any way?" 


| turned what can only be described as deep purple. "I, ah, I'm twenty-two, well almost," | lied. 
"Really? You look about eighteen tops," he responded. 


"lll older than eighteen," | snapped. 


"By what? A year?" he asked. When | didn't respond, he laughed. "Don't worry, your secret is safe with me. 
Let's go find Todd." 


| followed him to the back, my eyes unable to tear away from his denim clad ass. God, he was beautiful. There 
had to be a reason why we met. This had to be destiny. This feeling, it couldn't be for nothing. | watched him 
most of the night. He talked with Todd. They laughed and joked around a bit. Every once in awhile | would catch 
his eye and he would smile. He teased me a bit and said he was impressed with my playing. | was just going to 
ask him to think about singing with us when Mitch stumbled in. 

"Toad, go and get me a beer," Mitch slurred, shoving a five in Todd's palm. 

"Do | look like a cocktail waitress? Go get it yourself!" Todd responded. 

"The fucker cut me off. Be a pal and get me a beer," Mitch lamented. 

"Mitch, you've had enough," | hissed. 

"Who asked you piss ant?" 

"Don't get him a thing Todd," | warned. 

"Look here you little fuck, you don't tell me or Todd what to do," Mitch sneered. He turned to the blonde in the 
tank top that hung on his arm. "Do you know the only set of titties he's had his mouth on is his mama's? I'l 
pay you fifty buck to pop his cherry." 

| was too angry, humiliated, and disgusted to say anything. | just stood there shaking. | wanted to hit him but | 
knew | could never win that battle. Usually | could think of something to cut him down to size but words 


suddenly escaped me. 


"Man, you need to shut the fuck up and sober up, asshole!" Shane said, stepping forward. 


"Who the fuck are you?" Mitch asked, straightening up. He was in his male posturing mode. 
"Mitch, just chill will you?" Todd begged. 


| asked you a question Goldie Locks. Who the fuck are you?" Mitch asked again, jabbing a finger at Shane's 
chest. 


‘lm the guy that's going to kick your ass in about twenty seconds," Shane replied, smiling. 

"Get you, Mr. LA. You got teeth like Chicklets," Mitch laughed. 

"Just keep talking,” Shane replied. 

"Or you'll kick my ass? You and how many other faggots?" Mitch asked, still laughing. He never saw it coming. 
Shane hit him square in the jaw, hard enough to send him reeling against the wall. He leaned forward and shook 
his head. He looked up, his eyes burning with fury. 

"Mitch! Don't even think about it!" | shouted But before | could even finish the sentence he was lunging for 
Shane. Shane side stepped and grabbed Mitch's arm and bent it behind his back. He pulled Mitch over to the 


sink, pushed his head under the faucet, and flipped on the water. 


"Cool off asshole!” Shane muttered, holding him there. When he finally let him up, Kevin and Todd dragged Mitch 


back to the van There went all my hopes and dreams. 

‘I'm sorry about that. My brother can be a real prick when he's drunk," | said, grabbing my jacket: 
"He's your brother?" Shane asked in disbelief. 

"Well I'm glad you don't see a resemblance,” | joked. 

"| didn't know. l'm sorry,” Shane replied. 


"Not half as much as | am," | said, standing at the door. He smiled again | left, determined to get him for the 
band, even if it meant getting rid of 


Three 


All day, | went over the previous night's events. We played a great show and our style wasn't so different 
than Brandon's. He's already friends with Todd. He seemed to get along with Kevin fine and there was a definite 
connection between us. So if Shane didn't want to be in the band it would be because of Mitch. The more | 
thought about it the more | knew it. Mitch fucked it up. He always fucked things up. ! had to figure out a way 
to smooth things over with Shane. He was too talented to give it up. | saw the joy in his eyes in that video. 
He'd never be really happy if he wasn't performing. He needed Black Fulcrum as much as we needed him. The 


trick was convincing him of this fact. 

When | got home from work, Mitch was woofing down a bag of Doritos and watching the Twilight Zone as if he 
didn't have a care in the world. We lived in a shit hole. It was a one bedroom and that bedroom literally had 
just enough room for a bed. The left side of the bed rested flush against on old dresser of which two drawers 
were missing. Of course Mitch got the bedroom. | slept on a futon in the living room. 

"Get off my bed," | demanded, hanging my jacket over a chair. 

"Why? You going to sleep?" he asked. 


"Get off my bed!" 


"Your bed is my couch! Fuck off!" Mitch snapped. He grabbed another handful of chips and shoved them into 


his mouth. 
"You're getting crumbs everywhere!" 


Mitch opened his mouth, showing me a wad of orange Doritos' mush. | snatched the bag away and dumped it in 


the garbage. "Hey! That's my dinner! Why are you so mad?" he asked. | grunted and glared. "What?" he asked. 
| rolled my eyes, plugged my guitar into my practice amp and turned it up. | began to play, doing my best to 
ignore him. Nothing frustrates Mitch more. He turned up the volume on the TV so | turned my amp all the 

way up. Mitch got up and yanked the cord from the wall. "Use your fucking headphones!" he yelled. 

"Then stay off my bea," | replied. 

"What's got you so sore, huh?" 


"You fucking know. You're not that stupid." 


"You're mad about last night?" he asked genuinely surprised. "Can't you take a joke? | was just trying to get 
you laid. | thought she was kinda hot." 


"You fucking humiliated me!" 
"Look, she didn't think | was serious. She knows you're just a kid. She thought you were cute. She told me so." 
‘lm going to tell Mom what you said," | threatened. Mitch laughed. "Fuck you Mitch!" 


"Well, it was funny. I'll tell you what. I'll give you some money. Take Chloe out. You're too high strung Toby. You 
need some pussy. You get yourself a little tang and you won't take things this hard," Mitch explained. 


"| don't want any pussy Mitch," | sighed. 


"Sure you do! Everybody does. You're just a little scared is all. That's what alcohol is for. You've got my old ID. 
Use it! Get some champagne and take her to the beach. Chicks eat that crap up." 


‘Mitch, read my lips! | don't want to take her to the beach. | don't love Chloe!" 
"Love! Who the fuck is talking about love? But she's got what you need right now!" 


"No, she doesn't! Just forget it!" | got up grabbed my jacket and left. Mitch was right about one thing. | did 
need to get laid. So | hopped on a bus for West Hollywood. 


My first sexual encounter of any kind was with my brother's best friend Bud. | didn't like Bud, in fact | 
despised him. He had a bizarre mix of attributes, being both clever and ignorant. His ignorance made him mean 
and his cleverness made him deadly. He has a mean spirit encased in a powerful body. He was relentless in his 
bullying of those he considered weaker than himself. | was his target more often than not but he was careful 
never to rough me up too much or do it in front of Mitch. The one time that he did, Mitch nailed him with a 
baseball, hard enough to break his arm. But there was little else that could come between them. That's why | 
hated him. 


When we were little, Mitch was very quiet and gentle. | was actually considered the more boisterous and 
rougher son. If he had a toy | wanted, | just took it and he always let me. If | broke a toy he particularly loved, 
he would just sit there, big, fat tears rolling down his face. Once, when | was around four, | got mad. | can't 
remember why but | grabbed Mitch's arm and bit him as hard as | could. He started crying. My dad got really 
angry with him and said, "He's littler than you! Stop crying and bite him back!" but Mitch just ran and hid 
under the bed. We usually got along though and could play for hours on end. That all changed when Bud moved 
in to the house at the end of the street. Mitch came home from school crying, with a bloody nose, fat lip, and 
torn shirt. Bud had ambushed him on the walk home and beat him senseless. My mother had cleaned him up 
but there was no hiding the obvious from my dad. He dragged Mitch from under the bed, tore the teddy bear 
from his arms, and took him down the street to ‘finish’ the fight with Bud. Two days later, Bud and Mitch 
were best of friends and | got his teddy bear. 


After that Mitch changed. It was gradual. First he didn't want to play with me anymore. Then he stopped 


crying. Soon he was bossing me around and before long, he got mean. My mother just said he was getting older 
and wanted to be with kids his own age. But | knew that Bud brought out the worst in him. He had a way of 
getting Mitch to do things. It wasn't so much that he was a born leader but that Mitch and his other friends 
were born to follow. When they were about thirteen, he got Mitch to set off a cherry bomb at the police 
station Mitch had threaded the fuse into the filter of a cigarette. He went in and used the bathroom, lit the 
cigarette and left it burning on the back of the toilet. Mitch then headed across the street to the YMCA to 
play pool. Actually they all sat at the window, waiting for it to go off, a dead give away that they were the 
culprits. It went off doing considerably damage but luckily no one was hurt. Mitch, Bud, and his minions hooted 
and hollered as car alarms all down Center Street went off. Then they scattered, leaving Mitch high and dry, 
as my father stormed across the street. Mitch ended up with a dislocated shoulder. Bud had the fun but 
Mitch paid the price. 


So | didn't like Bud but it didn't really matter. | rarely saw him. Bud had dropped out of school the year before. 
Mitch had long since moved out and had already made it down to LA. He would come home for Christmas if 
Mom sent him money for a bus ticket, but other than that he was never here. So there was no reason for 
Bud and me to cross paths. But we did, at a summer kegger at the lake. | had just gotten my braces off and 
for the first time | was thinking | might be pretty hot. Apparently some of the girls in my class thought so 
too because | almost every night the phone would ring with a giggling girl on the other end. So | ended up at 
the lake, drinking cheap beer and checking out Jenny Hickley who was about as curvaceous a fifteen year old 
can get. | do find women visually pleasing. | did have an idea that | also liked guys. | knew that when | looked at 
them, | felt a certain way but | was sixteen and unwilling to name it. Getting drunk at the lake and chasing 


after ‘pussy’ was what boys in my home town did. | wasn't about to be ‘different. 

After three or four cups, | had to pee so | weaved into the woods to relieve myself. | finished, zipped up, and 
turned to go when | saw Bud standing in the shadows. At first | wasn't sure it was him. All | saw was a bulky 
figure, a baseball cap turned backwards, and the burning ember of a cigarette. Then he spoke. 


"Still a Star Wars freak, Obi-wan?" he asked. 


"No." | backed up. | don't mind telling you that he scared me shitless. | only weighed about one fifty at the time. 
Nothing compared to his hulking form. 


‘Oh that's right! You like Dungeons and Dragons now. Still playing with yourself in the basement?" he asked, 
stepping forward. He dropped his cigarette and mashed it with the toe of his boot. 


"No." | didn't know what he wanted but | was ready run for my life. 


"Ever had a sword fight? he asked, moving closer still. | started to run but he pulled me back and pushed me 


up against the tree. "Easy now! I'm not going to hurt you. | only want you to answer my question" 


My breaths were coming quickly. If | hadn't just gone, l'm sure | would have pissed myself. "What?" | 


stammered. 


"Have you ever had a sword fight?" he asked, smiling. It was the kind of smile that freezes water. Then he 
reached down and grabbed my crotch. | literally stop breathing, my heart jumped and pounded in my head. He 
began to slowly stroke it and his touch shot through me like an electrical current. | gasped as my cock jerked 
to life. No one else had ever touched it before. It strained and grew, grating against the front of my pants. 
"You like that?" he asked. | couldn't speak but my body spoke for me. My hips jerked and | instinctively moved 
into his hand. | closed my eyes and leaned back as he undid my pants and pulled my throbbing dick through the 
fly of my underwear. | heard a zip and felt the rigid flesh of his own pressed against mine. Then | heard him 
spit and warm sticky saliva coat my dick. He took my hand in his and wrapped around both our cocks and 
began moving up and down. | had never touched another dick than my own and was surprised how it thrilled 
me. | felt the burn climb, toes curl. | shuddered and moaned. Bud clamped a hand over my mouth as | shot. | 


fell limp against him as he continued to work himself to satisfaction | felt the warm ooze hit the front of my 


t-shirt 


Suddenly we heard the crack of leaves underfoot and the sound of voices. Bud pulled me down to the ground. 
He put a finger to his lips and gave me a look that said make a peep and | kill you. We lay motionless on our 
bellies, as three guys took a piss. Once they were gone, Bud stood up brushed himself off. We wordless shoved 
ourselves back into our pants. He took a bandanna out of his pocket and wiped off the front of his shirt and 
handed it to me so | could do the same. Then he gave me one last cold hard look. "You say a fucking word to 


any one and | will rip off your miserably little dick and shove it up your scrawny ass! Got it?" 


| nodded. He turned and ambled back to the party, leaving me dumbfound. Most of me hated his guts but a 
part of me worshiped him. He opened that secret door, the one | was afraid to, afraid of what | would find on 
the other side. What | found on the other side was me and | was okay. In fact | was fucking fantastic. Thus 
began my relationship with Bud. He wasn't my boyfriend. He was no friend of mine. | wouldn't call him a lover 
and | won't call him a fuck buddy. It was a symbiotic relationship, nothing more. | would come home some 
afternoons and find him sitting on the steps. At first it was just jerking each other off. Then he gave me a 
blow job. When his mouth was wrapped around my dick, | thought there was no better feeling in the world. He 
taught me how to suck cock, how to pay attention to how your partner reacts and how to relax my throat. He 
introduced me to every one of the thousands of nerve endings on the underside of the head. | got quite good 
at it. It never occurred to me to wonder how he knew this. | just basked in the glory of being sixteen and 


having my dick sucked on a regular basis. 


Then one day, out of the blue, Bud said "| want to fuck you." | didn't want to do it. Sucking each others dicks 
was one thing but letting a gut stick his dick up your ass was another. | wasn't sure I'd like it. So | put him off, 
three days in a row. On the fourth day, he never showed. At first | could careless. It wasn't like | enjoyed his 
company other than for the obvious. But after two weeks, my balls started to ache. Jerking off just isn't the 
same, especially when you've gotten used to having it. So | called and left a message on his machine. All | said 
was "fine". The next day he was back. It hurt and | hated it. He was rough, used very little lubrication, and gave 
me no pleasure. When he wanted to do it again, | refused Then he said | could do him. | naturally agreed. The 
strange thing is, he went in and got the pillow off Mitch's bed and held it against his face while | did it. At first 
| didn't say anything. | was just glad to finally be fucking. | went online and researched it. | wanted to be good at 
it. | learned about different positions, about the prostate and how to hit it, how to prepare your partner, and 


most importantly, to use a condom. 


| actually went out by myself and bought them. It was one of those times when | really missed Mitch. Of 
course in a town the size of a speck of flea shit my father found out in no time. He beamed with pride. He 
slapped me on the back and handed me a twenty. "Good going son! I'm glad you're not an ignoramus like your 
brother! Be careful and don't let them tie you down," he warned. As much as | hated him, | didn't have the 


heart to tell pregnancy wasn't a worry. He was just too damn happy. 


Bud reaped the benefits of all | learned. More lube made for a better ride. He liked when | stuck my fingers in 
him, jerked happily in my hand when | gave him a reach around, and writhed in pleasure when | angled up his 
hips and hit his sweet spot. But no matter how many times | suggested we try it with him on his back or on 
his side, he refused. He always lay on his stomach, clutching that pillow to his face. | soon found out why. We 
were going at it pretty hot and heavy and he arched back and cried out Mitch's name. | froze for about a 
millisecond then continued. We were getting dressed when | asked him. "Did you ever do this with Mitch?" 


His eyes narrowed. "Nol" he growled. "Mitch ain't no faggot and neither am |." 


"Did you want To?" | asked. He said nothing, just pulled his shirt over his head. "Bud, do you have a thing for 
my brother?" 


He grabbed me by the hair and punched me, then threw me down on the bed. | stared up at him, holding my 
dripping nose, and fighting back the tears. "| ain't no faggot! | got a girll" he hollered. "And if you ever bring up 
Mitch again, I'll fucking kill youl" He had his fist pulled back, ready to connect with another part of my face. | 
should have been terrified but | wasn't. | saw the look in his eyes. It wasn't rage or even hate. It was terror. 
He was terrified. Not of me but of himself, of what he felt. | vowed then that I'd never be afraid or ashamed 
of who or what | was. | wasn't about to march in a parade but | wasn't going to be afraid either. | was going 
to fuck who | was going to fuck, love | loved, and not apologize or be afraid. Bud never let me top again. But it 
was my turn to educate him. | taught him to fuck properly and use a condom. | loved having a cock up my ass. 
| loved the feel of hips grinding against my backside and the indescribable sensation of a rock hard dick sliding 
past my prostate. A year and half later, | was about to graduate from high school. | told Bud that | was 


leaving. He sneered. 
"You never amount to anything there either. Nobody from this town ever does," he replied He never came 
back. | almost never think of him. | only thought of him now because of the baseball cap. | was leaning against 


the wall of a dark alley, looking down at the guy who was sucking me off. He wore a baseball cap, backwards. 


| dug through my pockets for a quarter and that bit of paper that had been burning a hole since he handed it 
to me last night. | dialed the number and held my breath. It rang five times. | was about to hang up. 


"Hello?" 
"Hi, Shane, this is Toby.” 


"Who?" 


"Toby, from last night. I'm the guitarist form Black Fulcrum." 
"Oh yeah." 

"I just wanted to call and apologize for my brother." 

"That's okay. Some guys get worked up doing shows." 

"I'm sorry all the same." 

"Can you hold on a second? l'm dripping wet" 

"Sure." | shivered, imagining him naked, just out of the shower. 


"Okay, I'm back. Listen Toby, | really appreciate you calling and everything, but its no big deal. I'd already 
forgotten about it. Are you outside?" 


"Yeah, l'm on a pay phore. Shane, | wrote some songs and, well, they're not really right for Mitch but they 
would be perfect for you." 


"Umm, as | told you last night, | don't really do that any more Toby. I'm going to law school and l'm sure 
you've heard how hectic that is." 


"Well could | at least come by sometime and play them for you? You could tell me what you think?" 
TE 

"How about tomorrow after noon?" 

"Well.Sure | guess that would be okay. Why don't you call me” 

"Are you going to blow me off?" 

He laughed. It sounded just like his smile looked. "No, | won't blow you off. How about around one?" 


"One is great," | said, grinning. | wrote his address on the back of my hand with a blue felt tip pen. | memorized 
it while waiting for the bus home. 


Four 


A month and a half of careful planning, | just hope | can pull it off. | never gave Shane a hint that | was 
interested in him in any other way than as a friend and to be honest | don't think he was interested in me at 
all, at least not at first. | could tell he was humoring me that first day, when | went over to his apartment to 
play him my songs. He answered the door in sweats and a sleeveless T. His hair was mussed, like he had just 
gotten out of bed, and even thought it was past one in the afternoon, he had a bowl of cereal in his hand. He 


let me in and offered me coffee. | declined and watched him eat two bowls of Captain Crunch. 


His studio apartment was bachelor messy. There were piles of laundry, both clean and dirty. Dirty dishes were 
stacked in the sink and his bed was unmade. A computer sat on a desk in the corner, nearly obscured by the 
stacks of books and papers piled around it. There were books everywhere, on the coffee table, beside the 
couch, open and on the floor. He sat on the couch while | plugged into my practice amp. He lit a cigarette and 
watched me. | added smoking to my metal list of reasons not to be infatuated with him. He listened to me play, 
a slight smile on his lips. | finished and looked at him expectantly. 


"That was pretty good," he said. 

Pretty good? | thought, It was fucking great asshole!’ But | mumbled a thanks. 

"Have you written lyrics?" he asked. 

"Yes," | said, handing him my sheets of music. 

He glanced at them and handed them back. "Well let's hear it with the lyrics," he said. 

"Uh, | don't sing," | answered. "That's why | was hoping you would look at them." 

"Come on, you can sing. Sing them for me. | want to hear it first any way," he responded. | reluctantly warbled 
my way through. | blushed so badly, | had to close my eyes just to get through it. "You would probably find it 
easier to sing if you took a breath every once in awhile," he laughed. "Great lyrics though. And you're right, 


your brother's voice isn't strong enough. | also think the guitar solo was a bit much." 


Of course | didn't agree with him on the last part, but he was a singer. What did he know about playing guitar? 
"Would you mind singing it? Just so | can hear it done properly,” | asked. 


"Sure, | guess I've got time to do that." 


His voice was eloquent, that's the only way | can think of to put it. It had none of Mitch's edgy grit but it was 
powerful and masculine just the same. You could see his lungs expand as he took a breath and delivered pitch 

perfect. His voice filled the room, a presence all on its own It was the voice | heard in my head when | wrote, 
the voice | wished | had. | knew then that | was right. This was the voice that was going to put me and The 


Black Fulcrum Brotherhood on the map. So | let him make suggestions. | cut the solo, made a few changes here 
and there. | could tell that he enjoyed it. Music was a part of him, he missed it. When | left around four that 


afternoon, | knew he was taking me a bit more seriously too. 


| waited a few days then just dropped by. We worked on two more songs. It was fantastic. It just clicked. No it 
was more than that, it was magic to beat a clich. He understood what | was trying to do musically. He took 
what | gave him and made it better even when | didn't think it was possible. And he always listened to what | 
had to say, even if we disagreed, he would still listen. H's was what a musical partnership is supposed to be. It 
was what | should have had with Mitch but didn't. | didn't tell Mitch what | was doing. He thought | was 
spending time with Chloe. | didn't mind letting him think that either. 


| had little room left for Chloe. Shane still occupied my thoughts in that way too, no matter how | tried to 
shove it to the side. When ever | was with him | felt totally alive. We definitely had chemistry and | had to 
excuse myself and hide in the bathroom as a result on more than one occasion. | know he thought of me as a 
kid, a very talented kid, but a kid all the same. And of course there's the biggest obstacle of all, he appears to 
be totally straight. On my third visit, | had the opportunity to use the john and | saw definite evidence of a 
female presence. There was expensive shampoo for one thing. There was potpourri in a bowl on the toilet and a 
vanilla scented candle, a sure sign of an ‘infestation’ as Mitch would call it. No guy is going to put potpourri on 
his toilet. But other times, | wasn't sure. He never cracked fag jokes. | tempted him by telling one of my own. 
He just shook his head and smiled. Once | actually dared to place my hand on his thigh, just for a few seconds, 
but longer than | should have. He didn't push it away or pull back. He didn't even give me a strange look. Well 
not then any way. There were times when | caught him staring at me and my heart pounded, thinking | might 
just have a chance but those moments dissipated quickly. Then last week | met her, Holly. 


She was just like her name, short, cute, and nauseatingly happy. She was a little blonde pixie. She went to law 
school with him. She wanted to be an advocate for children. | wanted to puke. She brought him dinner, and 


when he kissed her and called her babe, | wanted to claw her eyes out. Of course she loved me. 
"He's so cute! Why didn’t you tell me Shane?" she gushed. "I have a sister just about your age." 
"Really?" | grinned. What else was | going to do? 


I'm glad you're here to keep Shane company. So he doesn't study all the time!" She rolled her eyes when she 


said “all. 


"Yes, unfortunately he does. But | have an exam to study for so I'm afraid that's it for today," Shane replied. 
He would have put if off if the bitch hadn't shown up. 


So | put my heart on ice and concentrated on what | knew | could accomplish. | kept coming over and working on 
songs. Sometimes | would write while he studied. I'd watch him out of the corner of my eye as he poured 
himself over law books till he got a headache. Then he'd stretch out on his couch with his arm over his eyes 


and | would play for him. He even once let me spend the night, on the couch of course. Soon we had ten brand 


new songs. | knew it was time, time to get him to sing with the band. Once he had a taste of what it could be 


like, he wouldn't be able to turn away. It was as important to him as it was to me. But it was tricky business. 


That first day | called left a message for Mitch at his work. | told him practice was canceled because Todd had 
family emergency. | was sure he would never bother to confirm it and | was right. He went and played cards 
up at the Indian casino and got drunk with his friends from work. He was passed out on the futon when | got 
home but it was worth it. | played the new songs for Todd and Kevin and when Shane started to sing, their 
eyes lit up, recognition of the genuine article. We worked out the drum and bass parts and by the end of the 
night we all knew. We were going to make a record. They wondered were Mitch was but | just said, "You know 
Mitch." We rehearsed two more days without him; till | was sure we were so good he couldn't deny it. Then 


yesterday | told him that practice was an hour later than it actually was. 
We were half way through Satisfy’, which | was sure was going to be our very first gold record, when a half 


empty can of Budweiser flew by, inches from my face. We all stopped and turned towards the door. Mitch 


stood in the doorway, his face a mask of fury. 
"What the fuck is going on?" he shouted. 
"Mitch." 


| not fucking talking to you, you little shit!" he shouted at me. "What the hell are you doing here? You fucking 


poser!" Mitch gave Shane a shove. 

"Hey back off pall" Shane shouted back 

"Hey, no fighting in my garage Mitch. | dont want the cops down here!" Kevin snapped, getting between them. 
"You fucking knew about this didnt you Kevin?" Mitch demanded to know angrily. 

"Look | thought you knew! Okay?" Kevin replied 


"That's bullshit and you know it! You know | would never go along with this shit!" Mitch screamed. "You fucking 


traitor!" 
"Mitch, would you just give the guy a chance! They've got some really killer songs!" Todd begged. 
"Do THEY? Well that's just fucking great!" 


"Mitch, you can still play rhythm guitar," | said in as even a voice as | could muster. | knew it would happen like 
this. There was no way around it. Now it was up to him. He could except the inevitable and have a place in 


history or fuck off. 


"Why gee thanks Toby. You fucking thieving little." He stopped short of saying it, but it lingered in the air any 


way. The word he wanted to say, the word faggot. His eyes turned cold, his expression a cold reflection of our 
father's. H e turned and walked out. We all listened to his car screech out of the driveway and speed down the 
road. 

"You didn't tell him Toby?" Shane asked me angrily. 

"| was but, | don't know," | stammered. 

"That was a really fucked up way to do it! And really fucking immature!" he shouted. 

"That was pretty fucked Tobe,” Todd agreed. 

"I thought he already knew and that's why he wasn't showing," Kevin added. 

"Well you cut your own throat kid! | said I'd help you with your songs and | did but | never agreed to join your 
band! This whole thing is just fucking stupid, and a great waste of my time. l'm practically flunking because of 
youl" Shane yelled. 

| felt my bottom lip begin to tremble and | bit it. The last thing | wanted him to see was me crying like a 
fucking wuss. | had expected Mitch to shout at me but not Shane. | looked down, unplugging my guitar. "I'm 
sorry. You're right. l'm a stupid kid” 

"Well, pack up your guitar and I'll give you a ride home," Shane replied coolly. 

| wordlessly place my guitar in his trunk and got in the front seat. | gave him directions and he drove in 
silence. He pulled up to our apartment and cut the engine. "You're a little brat and you know it," he said. | 
started to get out but he stopped me. "You're a smart kid Toby and you have talent but there's a right way 
to go about things." 

‘lm not a fucking kid! You're only twenty-three! You're not much older than mel” | snapped. 

"Yes but you can learn a lot in four years. | was pissed, but I'm sorry | yelled at you," he replied. "This is my 
fault any way. | like you Toby and | like your music. | enjoyed working on those songs and singing them but | 
have responsibilities. I'm in law school, up to my eyeballs in debt. This was just for fun. I'm sorry if | gave you 
the wrong idea." 

"Fuck law school! You belong on stage! With me!" 


"Toby, you've got to understand. It's fun but | have other plans for my life." 


"Give me six months. If | get enough money to cut a demo and can get us a contract then you give up law 


school and sing. If | don't, I'll never bother you again," | cried. 


"You're not bothering me Toby. Its not that.” 


"Six months! You know you want as bad as | do! Just six months! Please! You have to! Please," | begged 
desperately. 


Shane sighed. "You get enough money to do a decent demo, well, I'll give it a shot," he said. | knew he thought | 


could never get the money. But he didn't know me. "Now go before | change my mind." 


| hopped out, grabbed my guitar and watched him drive off. When | got upstairs, | found Mitch dumping all my 
stuff into garbage bags. "Mitch! Knock it off! That's my stuff" | grabbed a bag but he yanked it away. 


"You know | started to pack my stuff. | thought Who needs this shit. Friends that betray you, a brother who 
stabs me in the back. Then | though Where the fuck am | gonna go? Back home? So Dad can fucking laugh at 
me: Fuck that!" 


"Mitch, l'm sorry but." 


"You take everything | care about and you make it shit. Everything | love! That was my band! | started it! | 
wish the fuck | had left you back in Bremerton! You should've had to earn it just like me. Do you think | had 
anybody when | got here? | fucking slept in the park for four fucking months till | got enough money to have a 
place to sleep. Another year and a half to buy a guitar and amp! I've busted my fucking ass for everything | 
got. And you, you just fucking take it. Well this my apartment and you can get the fuck out!" He opened the 
front door and flung the garbage bags down the stairs. "Now go before | chuck your precious little guitar out 
there with you behind it!" 


Mitch, 1." 
Mitch grabbed my guitar case and stood at the foot of the stairs. | raced out behind him. He shoved it in my 


arms and slammed the door behind me. | heard the click of the deadbolt. | made my way down, kicking the 
clothing that had fallen out down with me. Then | sat in a heap of crap that was my life. 


Five 

An hour later, Shane's car was once again in front of our building. He wordlessly helped me put my stuff in his 
trunk. When | called him, he seemed less than thrilled to hear from me and even less enthusiastic about picking 
me up. | could have called Todd but staying with him would be like lodging at a frat house. Besides, Todd wasn't 
who | wanted to be with in more ways then one. 

"This is just for a couple of days, till this thing blows over," he said sternly. | nodded in agreement even though 
| knew it would take a lot more than a couple of days for Mitch to calm down. A couple of years would be 
more like it. "And you've got to keep quiet and let me study. | can't entertain you," he added. 

"| don't expect you to," | replied. 

"tm behind. | have a lot of work" 


"Look, | got it. Tomorrow I'll find somewhere else to stay," | said. 


"Toby, I'm not trying to be mean. You're welcome to stay but | just want you to understand that | can't spend 
a lot time on songs and stuff." 


"| know." 

| leaned back, clutching my guitar case to my chest. | stared out the window, counting light posts like | did 
when | was a kid. Every few minutes I'd steal a glance at his profile. He reached down to shift gears and his 
knuckles grazed my thigh. | jumped, a jolt of pleasure shooting straight through me. 

"God, you're jumpy," Shane laughed. 

The phone was ringing when Shane opened the door to his apartment. He set down two of the garbage bags of 
my stuff that he insisted on carrying and grabbed the phore. "Hello? Yeah, he's here. How did you know?" he 
asked. "Why don't you just talk to him yourself" Shane handed me the phone. 

| tried to figure out who and the hell would call me here. "Hello?" 

"How's it hanging Gertie?" 

"Hi Todd," | sighed. "What do you want?" 


"Well guess who called me?" Todd asked. 


"ET, | don't fucking know." 


"ET! Good one!" Todd laughed. "No, guess again" 
"Todd, I'm really not in the mood!" 


"Okay, fine. Mitch, that's who. He wanted to know if | had just picked you up. |, of course, told him no. Which 
seemed to perturb him a bit. He seemed a bit anxious to know where you were. Being the mastermind that | 


am, | immediately thought of calling Shane. Aren't | clever?" he asked. 
"You have a mind like a steel trap. Get to the point." 
"So should | tell him where you are or what?" 


| thought for a moment. There were only two reasons why Mitch would want to know where | was. One, he had 
suddenly developed a conscience and was actually worried about me. Or two he was drunk and wanted to pick a 
fight. Either way | didn't want him knowing where | was. Let him explain to my mom how he threw her 


youngest child out to live on the cruel streets of LA. "No, absolutely not." 


"Okay but if he beats it out of me, | can't be held responsible. You know it's a shame ‘cause | really like my 


face. | guess | should find a plastic surgeon now," he mused. 
"Good bye Todd” 

"Keep him on retainer. And a dentist, because Ill probably need new teeth’ 

"Good bye Todd!" | hung up the phone. It began to ring instantly. | picked it up. "Fuck off Todd!" 


There was a moment of silence, then an icy female voice said "May | speak to my son please." | wanted to jump 


out the window but | handed Shane the phone instead. 


"Hello?" he asked. He shot me a seething stare. "Just somebody from my study group," he said, taking the 
phone into the bathroom and shutting the door behind him. Who the hell needs the privacy of the bathroom to 
talk to their mother? 


| sat on the couch. | noticed a collection of magazines on the coffee table under a stack of newspapers, Vanity 
Fair and GQ. | smiled. | can't think of one straight guy that reads GQ and Vanity Fair. Shane returned ten 


minutes later. "Let me answer the phone from now on" 


"Sure, I'm really sorry. | thought it was Todd," | explained. Shane sat at his desk and opened a book. He began 
reading and taking notes. Even pissed and tired, he was hot. | watched him study. | loved the look of 
concentration on his face, his brow furrowed with intensity. "Do you know anything about entertainment law?" | 


asked. 


"Not much." 


"Well you should study that. It will come in handy when we get signed," | said. 

"Toby, I'm trying to study." 

‘Oh yeah, sorry." | started digging through the garbage bags, looking for my head phones. Of course they were 
in the last bag | looked in. | plugged in my amp, put on my headphones and started working on a new song that 
had been running through my head since the early morning rush at Royal Grounds. | was really starting to get 
into it when Shane pulled unplugged my guitar. 

"You're humming!" he snapped. "Do something else!" 

"Oh, I'm sorry. It's a new song. You want to hear it?" | asked. 

"No, | want to fucking study!" Shane snapped. 

"Why is being a lawyer so important?" 

"Because some day Id like to live above the poverty level," he griped. "Look Toby, read a book or something." 

| packed my baby back up. | went over to the bookshelf. Catcher in the Rye - read it. Moby Dick- boring. The 
Day of the Locust- too heavy. They Shoot Horses Don't They- Jesus, did he need medication? The Confederacy 
of Dunces, sounded good. | stretched across the couch and opened the book There was a inscription on the 
inside of the cover. Happy Birthday Honey! | love you more than chocolate! Love, Holly: | love you more than 
chocolate, pathetic! "How did you meet Holly? | asked. 

"At school." 

"How long have you two been going out?" 

"| don't know, a couple of years," he replied, turning the page. 

"Do you love her? 

"Sure." 

"How mony girlfriends have you had?" 

"A few." 


"And lovers?" 


"A few" 


He didn't bite. Damn, that doesn't tell me what | wanted to know! "Are you screwing her?" 

Shane sighed, rubbing his temples. "Toby!" 

"Well, you know to use a condom, right?" 

"God Damn iH! Go take a walk, watch TV, but please shut the fuck up!" 

"Im sorry," | mumbled 

"You keep saying that but you keep fucking talking! This was what | was worried about!" he complained 
"Well, maybe, can | take a shower?" | asked 

"Sure, make it a long one," he replied 


| got my sweats and a clean t-shirt out and trudged to the bathroom. | turned the water on so the room got 
nice and steamy while | got undressed. | climbed in, thinking ‘This is where Shane showers.naked' My dick 
stirred, sensing his former presence, probably from that very morning. | soaped up my hands and began to 
stroke myself, thinking of him soaping up his chest, washing his hair, taking care of morning wood. My fist 
quickened, imagining coming up behind him, slipping inside, the temperature of the water no match for his heat. 
| shot. Most of it hit the tile but some landed on the bitch's shampoo. | lifted up my hand, a spray of water 
cleaning of the tile. | contemplated leaving the spooge on the shampoo as a sort of present for Holly but | was 
afraid the Shane might see it. So | stuck it under the shower head. | unscrewed the cap and took a sniff. It 
smelled like Shane. Mr. I'm-so-broke splurges on shampoo. He's vain. Yes! | poured a small amount into my palm 
and washed my hair. | also bored some of his conditioner. Rinsed and repeated, can't be too careful with your 


hair. 


| came out sans shirt and toweled dried my hair. | stood up and slowly, and very sexily | might add, pulled on 
my t-shirt. The bastard didn't even look up. | stretched out on the couch and turned on the TV. "Is it too loud? 
Is it going to bother you?" | asked. 


"No. 


| propped a throw pillow behind my head and watched People's Court. | must have fallen asleep. | woke up to 
find the room dark. | smiled He had covered me with a blanket. | sat up and looked over at his bed. | could see 
the dark silhouette of his form. | quietly got up and padded over to have a closer look. He slept without a shirt. 
| could just make out the muscled contour of his back in the dim light of a street lamp that shone in through 
the window. He had two dimples above his ass. He wore pajama bottoms but they rode down a bit, revealing a 
fraction of his butt crack. | got hard instantly. It was going to be torture, seeing him like this, day in and day 
out. But | decided | was a masochist. | headed into the bathroom, gently closing and locking the door behind me. 


| found some peach scented hand lotion in the medicine cabinet. Holly, obviously. It would have to do. | poured a 


liberal amount out into my hand and released my throbbing dick. The cool lotion dribbled down my shaft. Once 
again, | thought of Shane, of crawling into bed next to him, of nipping and sucking on his nipples. | would move 
my way down his chest, past his belly button. | would inhale deeply that smell. | would take his cock into my 
mouth, bathe it with my tongue, worship it, suck it dry. It would give him the best fucking blow job he's ever 
had. They don't call us cock suckers for nothing. Then | would play with his ass. | rim him till he squirmed and 
when he was good and hard again, I'd straddle him. Letting him in as far as he could go and give him a ride. My 
balls burst. | groaned, come hitting my chin. | cleaned up with a couple of handfuls of toilet paper, and flushed. 
At least | was sleepy again. | opened the door and walked right into Shane. 


"Twice in one night. Not exactly a world's record,” he said, grinning. 


Six 


It happened but not the way | wanted and the results were disastrous. No matter how clever | think | am, in 

the end | fucked myself. The large knot of despair in my belly tightened as | sat on the curb waiting for Todd. | 
didn't know who else to call. Mitch was out of the question. He would be delighted to see that things were going 
badly. They hadn't seemed that way, not till last night. In fact for the last three weeks things had gone pretty 


well, even after he found out. 


"Hey Jerky Boy," Shane grinned when | returned to his place from work 
"Please don't call me that!" 

"Your wish is my command Master Bates," Shane laughed. 

‘Very funny. You should take that act one the road," | snapped 


"l'm just teasing. Feel free to use the bathroom any time. Just wash your hands.and shave them," he chuckled. 
It's been almost a week. | swear if | live to be a hundred, | won't live it down. | couldn't fucking believe he heard 
me. Am | really that loud? Does that mean Mitch hears me? Probably, since | can hear him when he's fucking 
Sheri, or Michelle or any of the other vapid tit jobs he brings home. Still Im not going to feel ashamed 
because | was beating off. l'm not twelve. | slumped down on the couch. | was exhausted. | had been getting as 
much overtime as possible. | was going to get that money, even if | had to make lattes for every blonde in 
Hollywood. But at this rate it would take forever. Suddenly there was a loud pounding on the door. Shane looked 
at me and got up and opened the door. Mitch shoved past him. 


"Hey, wait one fucking minute," Shane cried. 

"Shut up faggot!” Mitch shouted. He turned, glowering down at me. "So this is where you've fucking beer! 
Shacking up with the faggot! | should have known this was what was going on from the start. You wouldn't 
come up with this on your own! You confused little fuck! You'd follow your prick off a cliff Toby!" 

"You're one to talk!" | shouted back. 

"Keep your voice down asshole. Better yet, get the fuck out of my apartment,” Shane said 


Mitch turned back to Shane. "You thought you'd take over my band, huh? Take advantage of a kid" 


"You're a fucking idiot," Shane laughed. "I had nothing to do with it. You better discuss that with your brother 


pal, somewhere else!" 


"So did you start fucking him before or after you got him to screw me over?" Mitch asked, his upper lip 


curling up like a dog about to bite. 
"Are you fucking out of your mind? | have a girlfriend!" Shane replied. 


"Yeah so did him, till you showed up!" Mitch turned back and yanked me up by the arm. "Come on, we're going 


home. No little brother of mine is gonna be some guy's bitch," he snarled. 
"Let go," | cried. | tried to wrench free but his grip was too tight. He twisted my arm back behind me. 


"You know I'm going to tell Dad. He won't be too happy having a poo-jammer for a son and he's liable to kill the 
bastard that made him that way.” he said, smiling at Shane menacingly. 


"Let him go," Shane replied. 
"Fuck off" Mitch began dragging me towards the door but Shane blocked his path. 


"I told you to let him go! And! fucking meant it," Shane shouted. He didn't wait to see if Mitch complied. He 
punched him in the stomach. Mitch released his grip on my arm and doubled over. Shane grabbed him by the 


neck and shoved him out the door, slamming it shut behind him. "Now get lost before | call the cops!" Shane 
shouted. 


"This isn't fucking over!" Mitch gasped, kicking the door. "I'm still going to tell Dad." 
"And if you do, I'll tell him just who stole that five hundred dollars last Christmas," | shouted back. 


"And the next time you come to my door you better have a fucking invitation,’ Shane added. "Like that will 


ever happen," he muttered. We waited a few minutes then opened the door. Mitch was gone. 


Shane sat down, bowed his head, and rubbed his temples. "l'm so sorry. | don't know how he found me. Todd and 
his big mouth probably. It will never happen again. | promise," | said. 


"You better believe it won't, even if | have to put a restraining order out on the guy," Shane responded. " This 


really isn't any of my business but..Toby, are you gay?" 


This was so not how | wanted him to find out. | knew | had nothing to be ashamed about. But | couldn't help but 
feel a little apprehensive about telling him and very resentful of Mitch for puting me in this situation in the 


first place. | had no way of really knowing how he would react. "I like girls," | replied. "I just like guys better." | 
held my breath and waited. 


"| guess it's pretty difficult, having a brother like that," he sighed. "I guess it all makes since." 


"What do you mean?" | asked. 


"Holly said she thought you had a crush on me. | just thought you were a little over enthusiastic. Maybe a bit 


lonely." 


Holly is a fucking bitch. | wish | could foist her on Mitch. "Just because | like guys doesn't mean l'm attracted 


to every one of them," | snapped. 

"I know. OF course not. | didn't mean to embarrass you," Shane said. 

"You didn't embarrass me. You just got it wrong is all. ls this going to be a problem for you?" | asked. 
"No! No, not at all," Shane said, smiling. 

"Because | still want you in the band" 


“Toby, | don't know if that's feasible. Besides all the other crap, what about Mitch? | could never deal with that 
shit on a regular basis." Shane shook his head at the thought. 


"He's not like that all the time,” | lied. "Just when he's drunk or pissed off” That much was true. Unfortunately 
Mitch was drunk and/or pissed pretty much all the time. 


‘I've met him three times and each time he was a complete asshole. He's a mental case, a violent one at that." 


"You just have to get to know him. He has to get to know you. He hated Todd at first but now the get along 


fine," | said. 
"There's no way in hell | could ever get along with a guy like that," Shane insisted. 


"You don't have to. Mitch isn't even in the band and if he wants to come back, he'll have to behave. That's all 
there is to it." 


Of course that wasn't all there was to it. | knew there was nothing | could do to make Mitch behave. And Todd 
and Kevin were getting tired of rehearsing without a singer. Plus all of our songs where written with a lead 
and rhythm guitar in mind. | wasn't ready to replace him yet. Kevin was getting angry and had threatened to 


leave the band | knew | would have to deal with it sooner or later. | would just prefer it to be later. 

To top it off Shane had started acting different around me. He never sat on the couch with me any more, 
always at his desk. He stopped walking around with out his shirt, and spent less and less time around the 
apartment. Then he decided he needed more privacy. 


"Toby, do you think you could take some later shifts?" Shane asked. 


"Why?" 


"So | can have a little peace and quiet to study." 


"What do you mean? | didn't make a peep last night. | didn't even pick up my guitar! Besides you were at the 
library most of the night. I've hardly seen you in three days." 


"I'd like to have Holly over. Maybe you could go stay with Todd for a few nights," he suggested. 
"Have her over any time you want." 
‘I'd like a little privacy Toby. You know what | mean?" he asked. 


| knew what he meant. | knew before he even mentioned her, | just didn't like it. "Fine, I'll go to the movies or 


something.” 


‘I'd like a little longer than that. Toby, it's kind of difficult to have a relationship with you sleeping on the couch 


a few feet over. You'll understand when you're older." 


"| understand perfectly now. I'm nineteen, not nine. Give me a few minutes to pack up my stuff and I'll get out 


of your way," | replied coolly. 

"You don't have to pack up your crap. | just need a couple of days. Why are you so upset?" 
"l'm not upset." 

"You sound upset to me." 

"Well, I'm not. | have plans tonight any way." 

"Toby! Come on, be reasonable." 


| just grabbed my jacket and left. | walked around West Hollywood. Went to a bar and picked up a guy. | went 
home with him. | started doing that two sometime three times a week. That first time, when | got back the 
next day, he acted all concerned and wondered where | was all night. He wasn’t so concerned that he didn't 
have Holly the hussy over for a fuck. | told him | was with a friend from work He bought it. | had given up all 
hope until last night. 


Shane had been studying night and day for some big final. He was exhausted, only getting two or three hours 
of sleep a night. It was no wonder he was plagued by headaches. When it was over, he went out with his 
college friends to celebrate. He insisted | come along. We went to some UCLA hangout that served pizza and 
pitchers of beer. He got absolutely smashed. | had to drive us home. No small feet since I've only driven a 


stick twice before. 


It wasn't too bad. | had plenty of practice with Mitch. | got him up the stairs while he laughed and babbled, 
reciting mnemonic devices for the California penal code. | helped him to bed, took off his shoes. | was about to 
take off his pants, when | noticed he had a huge erection. "Fuck!" he muttered, placing his hands over his 
crotch. "You weren't supposed to see that." He started laughing, tears streaming down his face. 


"Why are you crying?" | asked. 
‘lm not crying. Am | crying?" he replied, touching his face. "Fuck! Fuckety, fuck, fuck!" 


| bent down and kissed him on the mouth. | sat back up. He looked up at me, a sort of awed and bewildered 
glimmer filled his green eyes. | bent down and kissed him again. This time | opened my mouth, pushing my 
tongue between his lips. He pulled me down on top of him, his mouth opening to except me. His tongue 
feverishly met mine. He tasted of cigarette and cheap beer but | didn't care. | was in heaven. My cock 
hardened and pressed against his own, separated by to thin layers of denim. | felt his hand slide down my back 
and rest on my ass. He gave it a gentle squeeze and a shiver shot through me. | lifted my hips off his, afraid 
I'd come with further contact. | gently rolled off and started undoing his pants. He watched me, breathless. | 
slid his jeans and boxers off. His cock bounced and quivered. The head already glistened with precum. | smiled 


up at him, maintaining eye contact, curling my tongue around the head. 


"Ah, fuck," he gasped. | took a bit more into my lips gently but firmly surround his shaft. | let my hand wander 
down to his balls, my fingers lightly grazing them. His cock quivered in my mouth. | quickly pulled up, lingering 
at the head for a moment before plummeting back down, taking him in his entirety. He reached a hand up and 
stroked my face. His other hand rested gently atop my head. 


"Ah Toby! What a sweet little mouth you've got," he moaned, thrusting upwards. My head dipped in perfect 
harmony with his thrusts. | continued to gently caress his balls. | gave them a slight tug, gauging his response. 
He wiggled with delight, his cock swelling a bit more in my mouth. | loved how he tasted. | loved how he smelled, 
sweet and slightly musky. | slipped my hand down under his balls. | noticed that when my finger got close to his 
entrance he stiffened, so | worked traced my finger back up to gently stroke his taint. He gasped and began to 
thrust again. | quickened my pace. Shane arched his back, gave a heady groan and shot into my mouth. | 
continued to suck, getting every last drop. | sat up. He looked up at me, a slight smile on his lips, just enough 
for the dimples to show. | kissed him. | was surprised that he opened his mouth. He had no aversion to the 
taste of himself on my lips. | got up. 


"Hey, where you going?” he asked. | dug into my bag and grabbed some lube and a condom. 


| slipped back onto the bed. | knelt before him. | dribbled a bit of lube into the palm of my hand. "Watch me. 
Don't take your eyes off me," | whispered. | began to stroke myself. My cock jutted forward angrily. | wrapped 
my thumb and forefinger around the base to assure | didn't come. With the other hand, | played with the tip, 
spreading precome and lube over and under the head. | thrust forward, licking my lips. | looked straight into his 
eyes. "| want you. | want your enormous cock in my tight little ass," | whispered. He's eyes glazed over with 
lust. His dick began to show the first signs of stirring once again. "And as soon as you can get it up again old 


man of twenty-three, | intend to have my way." 


| reached down and took his hand and wrapped it around my dick. His touch was unbearably perfect. He began 
stroking it. So | lifted my now free hand to play with my nipple. He never took his eyes from, just as | ordered. 
When he was once again fully erect, | picked up the condom and ripped it open with my teeth. | slowly rolled it 
down his length, getting reacquainted with every inch. | lubed up his shaft, then straddled him, positioning 
myself right over his rock hard cock. He reached down, guiding the head to my entrance. | felt the head pass 
through the tight ring of muscle. He was going slow, being gentle. | loved him for that but | couldn't stand it. | 
pushed down, till he was buried deep with in me. He groaned as my tight heat surrounded him. It was beautiful, 
that feeling of him filling me. | leaned back a bit so he hit my sweet spot and began to ride him. | came, spilling 
over his chest. It was a hot fuck, but nothing compared to the exquisite look of pleasure on his face. A part of 
me changed, was different. For the first time | actually believed | was capable of love. | smiled, curled up beside 
him. | fell asleep, content for the first time in my life. 


| woke up, seeing Shane starting to creep out the door. | looked at the clock. It was only five in the morning. | 


sat up. "Where are you going and why are you sneaking out?" | asked. 

Shane turned around and looked at me, then looked at the floor. "I'm going surfing," he mumbled. 
"Now? Its still dark out! Besides its freezing!" 

| have a wetsuit. | already made plans." 


"Fucking liar!" | snapped. | fell back on the bed, determined not to cry. | would never let him see me shed a tear 
over him. Shane sighed, stepped back in, and shut the door. 


"Toby, last night shouldn't have ever happened. It's my fault. | was drunk and tired and totally stressed out. It 


was wrong of me," he said in a low but even voice. 

"You sure seemed to enjoy yourself," | said angrily. 

"That's not the point." 

"What is the point? That now that you're sober you can't live with the idea that you fucked a guy?" | asked. 
"You being a guy has nothing to do with it!" he cried. 

"Right! Like | said, fucking liar!" 

"You're just a kid Toby!" 

‘I'm nineteen! That's legal in all fifty states or didn't they fucking teach you that in law school!" 


"You have no idea what you really want," he continued. "Right now its to be a rock star and to be with guys 


but a year from now you might want to be married to a girl and be an accountant." 
"Well then, let's have fun for a year," | replied sarcastically. 


"Toby, I'm sure if | hurt you. That was never my intention. I'm quite fond of you really. And if things were 


different, if you were older, maybe then but | can't see this working out," he explained. 


"This is bullshit! You're only a year older than Mitch. | know what | want. I've always known! You're the one 
that doesn't fucking know! Trying to be a lawyer and doing an half assed job at that, when we both know you 
should be singing! If not in my band then for somebody's! You know what, | think you're afraid. You're a fucking 


coward. Yes, you're a fucking coward Shane McClure!" 


‘lm going to go get some breakfast. | think it would be best if you were gone when | get back. I'll give you a 
couple of hours to make other arrangements." Then he left. Then | cried. So it happened but not the way | 
wanted and the results were disastrous. No matter how clever | think | am, in the end | fucked myself. The 


large knot of despair in my belly tightened as | sat on the curb waiting for Todd. 


Seven 


Todd pulled up in his van. | quietly piled my crap in the back. | was getting good at this, lugging my stuff from 
place to place. For the first time | realized | really didn't have a home any more. "Don't fucking say a word," | 
hissed as | climbed in the front. 

"Did | say anything?" Todd asked. 

"You were going to!" 

"How do you know?" he asked. 

"Because you always do," | muttered. 


"So what happened? Why did he kick you out?" Todd asked, 


"See! That was a word Todd! | knew you couldn't just shut up! Can't you fucking tell | don't want to talk right 


now?" 

‘Jesus! Sorry," he replied. | reached down and flipped on the radio. "And that was nine words, not one," he added. 
"Asshole," | muttered, turning the volume up. 

| had never been to Todd's house before. He still lived with his parents and was embarrassed. He shouldn't 
have been. My jaw dropped as we pulled up to the gate. If my mom had a house like this, I'd to be living at 
home too. It was a huge Tudor home in the Hollywood hills. It looked like the kind of house a movie star would 
live in. 

"How come you never told me you were loaded?" | asked incredulously. 

‘lm not! My dad is," Todd replied. 

"What does he do?" | asked. 

"The industry, what else." 

"The music industry?" | asked excitedly. 


"Put your pony back behind the gate. He's a film producer," Todd said, as he pulled up to a ten car garage. 


"Still, he'd have connections and the money to front a demo," | enthused. 


"He's strictly movies Toby. Besides, | wouldn't ask him any way. Why don't we leave most of your shit here for 


now?" 
"Yes, let's have your butler bring it," | giggled 

"He has better things to do," Todd replied 

"You have a butler? | was kidding but seriously, you have a butler?" | asked in disbelief 


"| don't have squat, except a van, a drum kit, and two surfboards. So forget it! Todd led me through a door 
into the garage. 


"Why wouldn't you ask your father? Jesus, ten grand would be nothing to him," | said, looking around. There 
was a Mercedes, an Aston Martin, a BMW, even a Rolls. Todd's van, dents, primer, and all, would look absolutely 
ridiculous next to them. 

"| just can't," he replied. 


"Why the hell not?" 


"Because he's still mad at me for flunking out of college is why," Todd answered. "He thinks the band is bullshit 


so end of story.” 

"Do you get along with him?" | asked following him up a flight of stairs. 

"Sure, he just peeved because | threw away a prestigious education. | was supposed to go to Harvard or Yale, 
not flunk out of UC Santa Cruz," Todd explained, unlocking a door. "This used to be the chauffeur's apartment 
back in the twenties or something. Any way it's far enough that | can do what | like and close enough if | get 
hungry," he grinned. 

It was twice as big as the apartment | shared with Mitch. Shane's studio could fit in a corner. On one wall 
there was a plasma TV and a state of the art stereo. Todd seemed to have every video game known to man. 
He also apparently had a thing for Gwen Stefani. He had pasted her face onto the body of centerfold. "You like 
Gwen Stafani? | can't believe | let you drum in my band!" | laughed. 

"Hey, show some respect! That's my honey you're talking about! Want a soda?" he asked. 

"No, I'm good. Hey do you think you could give me a ride to work?" | asked. 


"Well, | guess this is the chauffeur's quarters after all” 


My boss at the Royal Grounds was a total prick. Stan was cheap, crude, and worst of all, he rarely bathed. 
Instead, he doused himself daily with a foul smelling cologne. He was absolutely rank. | had to hold my breath 


every time he came near me. Thankfully that wasn't too often because he also owned a laundry mat, video 
place, and a convenience store. Unfortunately today he decided to ‘do the books’. | had caught him doing the 
books before. There's nothing worse than catching a three hundred pound man jerking off. 


| had gone to the back to count my drawer. There he was, in all his glory. At first | couldn't tell what he was 
doing, mainly because | couldn't see his dick. | don't if its because he's so big that it looked so small or that 
he's so big because it is so small. God knows I'd overeat if | had a pecker that looked like that. | thought he 
was just wringing his hands or something. Then | saw the porno play on the TV in the corner and heard him 
moan. There was a TV and VCR in the office on the pretext of showing work place safety videos. Instead he 
watched porn but he usually did it between shifts. | was about to high-tail it out of there when he saw me. 
And you know that bastard didn't even stop, like it was the most natural thing to have your employee find you 
spanking the monkey. 


"Come here Toby. Look how wet her pussy is," he grunted, pointing at a TV screen, still yanking his prick. | 
swear it looked like a bloated thumb. What is it about some guys? They always want to show you a pussy. My 
dad was the same way. Like if | just saw the right one, | would suddenly know all its secrets and join them on 
their relentless quest for more. 

| need to count my drawer. My brother's picking me up," | said, looking away. 

"So count," he grunted. | sure wasn't going to sit at the desk, inches away from him, while he choked his dick. | 
sat on the floor and counted it out, trying to block out his phlegmy groans. | was twenty cents over but | 
didn't sticking around to count it again. Strangely after that he liked me. It was if he thought we suddenly had 


something in common. | did my best to avoid him. 


"Toby? Toby, come here," Stan grunted, waddling behind the counter. He was holding a magazine. It couldn't be 
good. "What do you think of her?" he asked, pointing to a grainy black and white photo of a young woman. 


"Uh, very nice," | replied, stepping back. Stan stepped forward. | thought I'd choke on the stench. 
‘| sent for her," Stan said, grinning. 

"Pardon?" 

"| sent away for her. I'm gonna marry her. She's Russian. Nice huh?" 


"Yes, she really looks nice," | said. Poor thing, | can imagine her expression when she gets off the plane and 


sees that standing there waiting for her. 
Crystal came from the back carrying a pack of paper napkins. "Hey Toby, there's a phone call for you." 


"| don't know, | didn't ask Its a gut though," she replied My heart skipped a beat. Maybe it was Shane. Maybe 


he felt like the total asshole that he was and was calling to apologize and tell me to come back home. 


"Thanks," | said. | took the call in the back "Hello?" 

"Told you that fucker was no good. He threw you out on your ass didn't he?" 
"Fuck Mitch! I'm at work! What do you want?" | asked angrily. 

"Well he did didn't he?" 

"Todd has a big mouth and l'm going to punch it next time | see him," | replied 
"You want me to go kick his ass?" Mitch asked hopefully. 

"Yes, kick Todd's ass for me." 

"Not Todd! That Goldie Locks character!" Mitch cried. 

"His name is Shane." 

"Shane," Mitch snickered. "Even his name is fucking gay!" 

"Oh shut up Mitch! You fucking dick, and no, | don't want you to kick his ass! Besides, he'd clobber you." 


"Bullshit! | can take him! I'll fuck him up. He'll never see it coming. He'll think twice before messing with my 


brother again" Mitch boasted 

"Is this why you called me in a middle of a shift? Hey, why aren't you at work?" 

"Can you loan me two hundred dollars?" Mitch asked 

"Nol Why?" 

"They towed my car. lts in the impound lot. | need two hundred dollars to get it," Mitch explained 
"Ask Mom’ 

"Come on Toby, you always have money. Cough it up," Mitch whined 


"Well | don't have any money for you. Besides you have a job. You make more than me. Pay for it yourself,” | 
insisted. 


"I'm short this month. Just lend me the money!" 


"You need to learn to manage your money better, instead of spending it on beer and bullshit," | replied 
"It wasn't bullshit. | got a tattoo” 

"Tattoos fall into the bullshit category Mitch. Why arent you at work?" | asked. 

"How am | supposed to get to work without a car?" 

"You take the bus idiot!" 

"At two in the morning? Come on!" 


"Alright," | sighed. "But you are paying me back!" 


| tried calling Shane three days in a row but all | ever got was his answering machine. | wanted to go over 
there and pound on his door but | knew it wouldn't do any good, besides Todd wouldn't drive me over there. 
Living at Todd's wasn't as bad as | thought it would be. He wasn't as big of a pig as Mitch. Of course there 
was a maid to pick up after him. She even did my laundry which was nice. There was always food. | was so glad 
to get off my Top Ramen diet. But the best part was the music room. Behind the garage was a sound proof 


room where Todd practiced. | would go in there, turn it up, and play guitar for hours. Nobody ever complained. 


In fact his family was incredibly nice. His mom was very friendly and very talkative. She was surprisingly witty 
for someone who spends most of her time going out to lunch and shopping. His father was rarely home. He 
was more soft spoken than his wife but cordial all the same. Todd had two brothers and a sister. His younger 
brother was away at college but his little sister was still in high school and at home. There was only one 
drawback to living there. Whenever Todd was home, he always had at least five friends with him. They would 
smoke pot, drink beer, and play video games till all hours. Todd let me sleep in his room but | could still hear 


them. | couldn't very well complain so | put up with it. 


| was in a sort of limbo, trying to save money, wishing Shane would call, and waiting for something to happen. 
I'm not usually one of those people who sits and waits for life. | think you have to make it happen. But | didn't 
know what else to do. The band was in shambles. Mitch was an obstinate ass and Shane wasn't speaking to me. 
The fact that Christmas was only a two days away didn’t improve my mood any. My mom called and was 
insisting that | come home for the holiday. Going home was the last thing | wanted to do but my mom has a 
way of getting to me. She's the only person | can refuse nothing. So | find myself on a Greyhound bus wedged 
between Mitch and the window, heading north. 


Eight 

"God fucking damn it!" Mitch cried, struggling with a tangled line of Christmas lights. 

"Mitchell! Language!" my mother warned, setting down a plate of chocolate chip cookies before me. 
"How come he gets cookies and | get stuck doing the God damn Christmas lights?" Mitch complained. 
‘lm going to put coal in your stocking," my mother replied. 

"Fine! Be sure to give Toby my orange. He likes fruit," Mitch snickered. 

"Ill give an orange right up your ass!" | snapped. 


"Hey! That's swearing! Your little angel just threatened to shove an orange up my butt and you say nothing," 
Mitch cried. 


"Will you two stop it? Honestly, you haven't been home four hours and you're already bickering. I'd like a nice 


holiday!" 
"Fat chance of that," | remarked. 
"Why can't you get a smaller tree Mom?" Mitch asked, weaving Christmas lights between branches. 


"| like big trees, that's why. And quit complaining. You're worse than your father. Speaking of which, have you 
boys gotten him a present yet?" Mom asked. Mitch and | both groaned. 


"Moml You can't be serious," | said. 
"| think it would be a nice gesture," Mom answered. 
| got a gesture for him," Mitch said, poking his head around the Christmas tree and flipping the bird. 


"| don't have a lot of money for presents Mom. And excuse me if | don't feel very Christmassy towards him. 


The last time we spoke he called me a fucking idiot," | said. 
"You don't have to spend a lot of money. It's the thought that counts," Mom replied. 
‘| have a thought. Let's get him nothing because that's what | think of him," | responded. 


"Toby! Be nicel" My mom opened a box and started taking out ornaments. 


"We could give him a rattle snake," Mitch suggested. "Or a cookies laced with laxatives. He'll shit his brains out." 


Mitch and | both burst out laughing at the thought. 
"That shouldn't take long!" | laughed. 


"| can't believe | raised two such ornery boys," Mom sighed. "Can't you think of one nice thing about your 
dad?" 


"Yeah, one day he'll be dead," Mitch muttered. 


"Mitchell James Dunnock! He may not be the best man in the world but he's still your father. The only one 


you'll ever have. You ought to be ashamed of yourself" my mother cried. 


"Yeah, well | ought to be pitching for the Dodgers too!" Mitch griped. He stood up, plugged in the extension 
cord, and the tree lit up. "There!" 


"Seel ts beautiful. Wasn't that worth the aggravation?" Mom asked. 
"Im going out,” Mitch announced. 

"Mitch, we're going to decorate the tree," Mom replied 

"You and Toby do it" 


"Just don't come back here drunk with that Bud," Mom said, shaking her head. "And try to stay out of your 
father's way." 


We had finished the tree and were watching TV when | asked her. "Mom?" 

TEN 

"Didn't you once say you had managed to put aside a little bit of money, if | wanted to go to college?" | asked 
"Were you thinking of going back to school?" she asked brightly 

"Well, not exactly, but it would definitely be an investment in my future," | answered 

"Really, now this wouldn't have anything to do with music would it?" 

"My band, we need to make a demo," | said 


"This wouldn't be the same band that you're brother is no longer a part of, would it?" 


"Mitch quit!" 

"From what | understand, you backed him into a corner a bit," she replied. 

"That's not true! | can't help it if he's a stubborn asshole!" 

"Toby!" 

"Well he is!" | argued. 

"Mitch is prideful and it can get in his way but things come a lot easier for you than him" 
"I work very hard. Music is my life, Mom. Mitch just thinks it's a game." 


"| don't think he thinks it's a game, Toby. | do you that he was very hurt by what you did though he'd never 
admit it, and | have to admit that how you went about it was a bit duplicitous. I'd even say it was cowardly. | 


was very disappointed” 


| think | would rather have three hours of my father's ranting and bullying to my mother's | was very 
disappointed’ She just didn't understand how important this is. This was my dream and | shouldn't have to let 
Mitch stand in my way just because he's my brother. "It wouldn't matter how | did it. Mitch still would have 


been hurt," | said. 


"Probably so but you owed it to him to be honest. You know | never have to worry about you Toby. You know 
what you want out of life and you know how to get it. Even if the situation was reversed, | know you would 
bounce back. But Mitch would be lost with out it. He's had to give up on so many things already. There's 


nothing sadder than a man who hopes for nothing. | know. | was married to one." 
"That's not fair! Its not my fault he screws things up for himself," | cried. 


"No, | suppose it's not" My mother sighed. "There's not much of that money left. | gave most of it to Kristy 
to help care for the baby. | guess you don't think that's fair either. But there's around five hundred dollars 
and I'll gladly give you that." 


The next day Mitch and | borrowed my mom's car and drove into Marshall to do our Christmas shopping. It 
was early, Mitch was hung over, and neither of us wanted to be there. To make things worse, Mitch 
complained the entire time. So we split up at the mall. | got my mom some earrings, bubble bath from 
Crabtree and Evelyn, and some slippers. | got Mitch an electronic poker game. We met in front of Macy's at 


one. 


"What did you get mom?" Mitch asked. | showed him. "Let me give her the slippers." 


"No way! Go buy your own present,” | said. 
‘Come on! | only have seven bucks left," he complained, "and | still have to get you something.” 


"Nicel What the hell did you buy then?" | asked, grabbing the bag he was holding. | looked inside. There were 
two Barbies, a stuffed dog, and a Litebrite. "Mitch!" 


"What? Is Christmas! 
"She won't let you give them to her," | replied 
"They're not from me. They're from Santa Claus. 
"If you go over there Dad will kill you" 


"Fuck Dad!" Mitch snapped. The old lady ringing the Salvation Army bell turned and glared at us. "I'm not afraid 
of him!" 


Fine, you can give Mom the slippers. Just promise me that you won't go over to Kristy's." Mitch froze. 


"What?" | asked. 


"Fuck me," Mitch muttered, staring. | followed his gaze. | saw Kristy herself. She was standing in the line for 
Santa, clutching the hand of Sophie. She was talking to a young man next to her. He leaned forward and they 
kissed. "Son of a Bitch!" Mitch cursed. 


"Mitch, let's go." | begged. 
"Shut up," he said, pushing past me. | followed behind him. 


"Let's just go! Before you do something stupid," | said, trying to keep up with him. He stopped, concealing 
himself behind a pillar. He just stood there, for an half an hour, watching them make they're way up the line. 
"Mitch, people are going to think you're some kind of pervert" He didn't respond. "I'm going!" 


"Then fucking go," he hissed. 


"Then fucking give me the keys!" | demanded. Mitch dug into his pocket, then shoved the keys into the palm of 


my hand. | made no move to go. 


Just before they made it to the front, the young man knelt down, adjusting the buckle on Sophie's shoe. "Let 
Daddy fix your shoe," he said. Mitch turned ashen He tore the keys from my hand. As he stormed out he 
dropped the bag in the trash can. | fished it out and dumped the toys in the Toys for Tots barrel. There was 
no point in letting them go to waste. | found Mitch waiting in the car. He said nothing on fifty-five minute drive 


back home. 


Nine 


My eyes were closed but | could hear him. He was in the shower and he was humming. It was my song, our 
song, a song we had written | knew that in that crazy way you know things in a dream. But | didn’t care. | 
never wanted to wake up. He came in, toweling dry his hair. My eyes traveled up the lean long lines of his legs, 
over his muscled thighs, resting just a moment on the prize before continuing up the contours of his torso. 
Then the best part | think. He was smiling. He didn't just smile with him mouth, but with his eyes, his entire 


being. Shane smiling, that's something | want with me forever. 


He came over to the bed and stretched out next to me. His hand stroked my face as | hungrily devoured 
every inch of his body. | kissed his eyes, his lips. | licked and nipped the underside of his chin | ran my tongue 
slowly down his neck. | pushed him on to his back and straddled him. | reached down and tugged his nipple. His 
eyes widen in surprise. He gasped then made a sound somewhere between a chuckle and a yelp as | gave it a 
quick twist. | lay down on top of him, forcing his mouth open with my tongue. | love to kiss him. It's not like 
kissing anybody else. | finally get what the big deal is. But | don't spend too much time there, too many parts 
of him deserve my attention. | slide down, enjoying the friction between us. | gently suck on the head just long 
enough so that he's sure to miss it. Then | lick up one side then the other till it's dripping with saliva and pre- 
come. Not quite satisfied that he's in perfect agony, | move on to his balls. | run my Tongue under and over 
both before gently taking one into my mouth. Shane's feet start digging into the mattress. | can see his hand 
clutch at the bedspread. | decide to give the twin the same treatment. His breath came in deep pants or was 
that me? | didn't care. | wasn't going to let it end. | pushed his legs up and apart and buried my face in his ass. 
| teased around his entrance before quickly darting my tongue in and out. He squirmed, the tight, hot hole 
quivering from the unexpected attention. Next | explored it with a moist finger. | rotated it, pushing in deeper 
as the searing flesh clutched at my digit. His sighs made me smile. 


| pulled myself up, yanking him down the bed by the ankles. | slung his legs over my shoulders. | pushed in past 
all resistance and he gave a sharp cry. His whole body seemed to flex around my aching cock. | took him past 
all pain. Shane grabbed his own rigid length, his hips hungrily thrusting up to meet his own grip. The vision of 
him, his hooded eyes gazing up at me, his tongue lustily wetting his lips, his cock jerking in his grasp, was 
impossibly hot. | swelled in him. Cried out his name. | arched my back, spilling into his depths. But he still hadn't 
come. He said something but it was garbled. | continued to thrust, though weakly. | placed a hand on his and 
asked, "Close?" 


He smiled, opened his mouth, and out came, "I said fucking let go of me" in Mitch's voice. | woke up with a gasp. 
| was in my room, back home in Bremerton. | could see the red and blue lights flash and spin against my wall. 
My father, he only did it because he knew it upset my mother. "Go ahead, fucking hit me fucker!" 

"You better watch it! | only brought you home as a courtesy to your mother. So you wouldn't ruin Christmas." 
My father's voice floated up the stairs. It always managed to make my stomach turn. | grabbed some tissue 


and wiped myself clean, 


"You don't give a fuck about Christmas! You fucker!" Mitch hollered. His tongue was thick with alcohol. | crept 


out into the hall and peered down the stairs. 

"Just keep talking boy and | will hit you. You never learn to keep your stupid mouth shut! And if you go over 
to that girl's house again I'll throw your sorry ass in jail," my father threatened. He dominated the doorway. 
His hand rested on his belt, inches away from his pistol. 

"I hate to break it to you but this is still the fucking US. of A, not US. of Sheriff Jimmy and I'll go the fuck 
where ever | want," Mitch shouted. My father punched him. Mitch moved to block it but was slow and still 
caught it in the eye. 

"Jim!" my mother cried. 


"You just try and go back there and see what happens you dumb little bastard," Dad roared. 


Mitch laughed. "All I've ever heard is that I'm a dumb little bastard but it seems to me you're the stupid fuck. 


Abortions were legal back in nineteen seventy-five." 


"Jim, just go please. Let me get him to bed so he can sleep it off," Mom begged. My father snorted and shook 
his head. 


"Im warning you! Stay the hell away from her!" he said and left 

"Mitch | fold you to stay out of your father's way" 

"Don't start with me Mom! Just don't fucking start with me," Mitch growled 

"Don't use that fone or that kind of language with me young man" 

"How could you not tell me?" he shouted. "How could you not tell me that she got married?" 
"Mitch settle down You'll wake the dead" Morn replied 


"Settle down? Fuck! How do | do that? When some mealy mouthed son of a bitch is married to my wife! Having 
my little girl calling him Daddy!" 


"She's not your wife Mitch," Mom responded. 
"She would be if you people didn't screw it up for me!" 
"It wasn't meant to be," my mom answered. 


"It wasn't meant to be," Mitch mimicked back. "You're fucking worse than him! He beat the crap out of me and 


you let him! You've never done a thing for me. Bitch!" 


My mother slapped Mitch across the face. "Go to your room!" Mitch laughed. He looked up at me and sneered. 
"Well you're out of luck woman!" Mitch grinned. "That precious son of yours isn’t going to give you any curly 


haired grandchildren. He don't like girls. He likes boys. Queer as a three dollar bill, aren't you piss ant?" He 


laughed then roared up the stairs after me. | flew into my room, slamming and locking the door behind me. 


My mother said nothing about the fight the previous night. Whether she believed Mitch and if she did, how 
she felt about it, was a mystery to me. She carried on as if nothing was the matter, doing last minute 
shopping, baking for Christmas day, and visiting with my aunt and cousins. Mitch stayed in his room until 
around two in the afternoon. He left, returning an hour later with a bottle of Jack Daniels. My mother gave 
him a disapproving look from the kitchen. "I'm an adult," Mitch said indignantly. 

“That's up for debate," | replied 

"Go to hell!" Mitch snapped. 

"Use a glass Mitchell," my mother replied. Mitch glared at me, retrieved a glass from the cupboard and headed 
back to his room. "Honestly, that boy!" Mom muttered, taking a pie from the oven. Later | went up to get him 
for dinner. He sat on the floor, smoking a joint and clutching the bottle. The clean glass rested on his dresser. 


"If Mom catches you with that joint, you're dead," | said. 


"You know what the problem with this town is? The only person to fuck here is yourself" Mitch looked up at 
me. "Think about it!" Then he started laughing. 


"Pull yourself together. It's time for dinner," | said 

"Grow up!" 

"Huh? 

"You are going fo tell Mom | was up here smoking a joint arent you?" he asked 

"Oh, you are referring to what | said like five minutes ago. You are stoned!" 

Mitch pinched the joint between his forefinger and thumb and dropped it into the ashtray. He took a magazine 
and fanned the air with it. | started laughing. It was funny, Mitch scared of my mom. Mitch grabbed me and 


shoved me down on the bed. He pinned my arms down at my sides and straddled me. "You are a snitch Toby!" 


"Let me up Dick!" 


Mitch bent his head down close to mine. His hair fell forward, hitting my cheek. "You better swear not to tell 


or you know what's coming!" he warned. 
"Fuck youl" | replied. | swung my leg up, hitting him in the back. 
"You shit!" Mitch squeezed his thighs, forcing my legs together. "Swear!" 


"Never asshole!" | said, grinning. Mitch pursed his lips, allowing a letting a long string of spit to descend. It just 
about hit my nose when he slurped it back up into his mouth. 


"You better swear!" 

"Let me up!" | demanded. Mitch smiled and let the spit fall. It slid down my cheek "Gross! You disgusting 
bastard. No wonder you can't keep a girll" | wiggled an arm free and wiped my face, smearing the remnant of 
loogie on Mitch's t-shirt. Mitch got pissed at that and thus was distracted, at least enough for me to get half 
my body free. Mitch retaliated by locking his legs around one of mine. 

"You'll never get free of me little shit," he smirked 

"You have awfully powerful legs Mitch! For a straight guy that is," | replied 


"Yeah? You're probably getting off on this aren't you?" he asked. His breath reeked. 


"Oh you bet | am! Move a little higher and I'll show you how much," | grinned back. Mitch flew off me, tumbling 
back over the bed and landing on the floor. | don't think I've ever laughed so hard. 


"That, that's just plain sick," he sputtered. The door flew open and my mother stood there with her hands on 
her hips. 


"Will you boys stop goofing around and get down to dinner? Your Aunt Peg and Cousin Wendy are coming in an 


hour to sing Christmas carols!" Mitch pulled himself up. "And don't you two boys think | don't know what 


marijuana smells like either," she called out as she headed down the stairs. 
"Mitch, so busted," | grinned 

"You were busted. She said you too!" 

"So busted!" 

"No, you're busted!" 


"No, you," | laughed, running down the stairs. Just another Christmas Eve at the Dunnock home. Two days later 
we were back on a bus headed for LA, with three turkey sandwiches apiece. Mitch had a crisp new fifty in his 


wallet. | had a check for five hundred dollars. Both of us were depressed; Mitch, because he almost always is, 
me, because five hundred dollars wasn't nearly enough. | was running out of time, at least as far as Shane 


McClure was concerned. 


Ten 


Mitch and | went our separate ways as soon as we got off the bus. He was pissed at me for giving him a hard 
time for calling our mom a bitch. We all know he says and does stupid shit when he's drunk, especially when 
he's upset, but that was way out of line, even for him. He gets angry with my father and because he can't 
really fight back so he takes it out on her instead. He wanted the cookies from my lunch. | said, "No, Mom 
made these cookies for the son that doesn't think she's a bitch" He was none too happy with that. He scowled 


the rest of the trip and managed to kick me a couple of times in the shin, claiming it was purely accidental. 


| know he loves her so why he behaves that way | don't know. He did it when we were kids too. Whenever my 
dad was really putting the screws to Mitch, he'd turn around and make Mom's life miserable. He'd cut classes, 
come home late and drunk, punch a hole in the door, or take the car out for a joy ride and bring it back with 
a shattered windshield. When he really wanted to hurt her, he'd screw up at school. My mom taught high 
school English. She also gave piano lessons after school. Day after day she would have to face a room full of 
collogues who had her unruly and belligerent son in their class. l'm sure she heard some choice tidbits about 
both of us. Of course | was considerably tame by Mitch standards. | think the worst thing he ever did was 
cause an expulsion during chemistry class. lt was more of a little bang and a fire. It nearly burned the school 
down. Miraculously Mitch and Bud were unharmed though they were supposedly sitting right there. A fact | 
still doubt. Unfortunately it scared the crap out of Mr. Langley, the science teacher. He had a heart attack and 
was rushed away in an ambulance. He did recover and returned to teaching a year later. Everybody blamed 
Mitch. They couldn't prove they did it on purpose but everybody thought they did. A few of the teachers 
were pretty cold to Mom after that. Most of them just felt sorry for her. 


Mitch still blames her for not getting in between him and our father more. | don't think he realizes how much 
she did just that. She interceded on his behalf plenty. My father is an intimidating man and just as scary to a 
hundred and twenty pound woman as to a seven year old child. | remember one night when my father was 
particularly drunk and mean. He was storming around the house breaking things and threatening to kill us all. 
Mitch and | were hiding under my parent's bed. My mom crawled under there to join us. For a long time | 
thought she had done it to calm us down. But looking back on it, I'm sure she was as scared of him as we 
were. My father didn't hit her often but when he did, he was brutal. Once he hand cuffed her to the 
refrigerator for almost an entire day. Those handcuffs are something he threatens us with to this day. There 
was little she could do. He was the law in that Podunk town. We all knew it. 


It wasn't like anybody had any great sway over my father, except perhaps for my grandfather who | don't 
remember. My mother said he was the meanest man she'd ever met. Apparently he made my dad look like 
father of the year. My father had managed to get a scholarship to college running track. He had his life all 
planned out. He was going to become an architect, marry a rice girl, and make lots of money. Apparently this 
really pissed off his old man. He thought my dad thought he was better than him. This much was true from 
what | gather. He was also pissed that my dad wasn't planning on coming back and running his feed store, so he 
refused to help my dad in any way. Despite all this my father had sailed through the first three years of 
college, had managed to get engaged to a beautiful girl, and was just waiting for things to fall in place. The 


summer between his junior and senior year, my father decided to remain on campus taking classes and working 


as a lifeguard at the pool. 


That's when he met my mom. His girlfriend had gone home for summer break and my dad saw this as a 
chance for one last fling. He apparently forgot to break it off come fall for by the end of that semester my 
mom was pregnant. My father had no intention on marrying her and set out to scrape up the money for an 
abortion He made one mistake. He asked his uncle for the money and told him what is was for. The uncle 
refused to give him the money and promptly told my grandfather. The old bastard waited till the day the girl 
and her parents came to meet him before he said anything. They were all sitting around the dinner table and 
turned to the girl and asked "Did Jimmy tell you he knocked up some girl?" Well needless to say the wedding 
was called off. To top it off, the girl's father was friends with the dean of the college. My father lost his 
scholarship just a semester shy of graduating. He ended up marrying my mom and moving back here. My 
father would often say "I was a hundred dollars short of never having to deal with any of you." 


Todd forgot to pick me up so | had to call a cab which really pissed me off. The last thing | could afford was a 
forty dollar cab fare. | was already in a pretty bad mood to begin with. So when | got there and found him 
sitting on the floor drunk, stoned and playing video games | really let him have it. "Are you just a fucking 
moron or are you really that inconsiderate?" | asked sarcastically. 


"Hey, you're back!" 


"No, I'm a fucking ghost. The real me is still at the bus station waiting for your sorry ass to pick me up in 
your previously owned serial killer mobile," | snapped. 


"That was today? Well why didn't you call me?" he asked. 

‘| did! About twenty times! Your fucking answering machine ate all me change!" 

Todd looked over at his answering machine which blinked furiously back. "Oh! Well how was your trip?" 
"Fuck you," | said, kicking him. 

"No need for violence now. Have a beer instead." 

"That's your answer for everything." 

"No, usually | recommend getting stoned but you don't partake. Shame really. | hear it helps with PSS." 
"What?" 


"Post Shane Syndrome." 


"Fuck of fl Not funny.” 

"If you keep being mean to me, | wor't tell you," Todd grinned 

"Tell me what?" | asked, getting a beer from the fridge. 

"Ah, wouldn't you like to know!" 

"Im not biting Todd. Why do you always get cheap beer?" | complained 

"So | can have more of it. So | guess you don't want to know that | saw Shane a couple of days ago" 
"You saw Shane?" 

"Oh, did | say that aloud? l'm sorry. | know you're not interested," Todd grinned. 

"Spill it Hansen or | will" | replied as | started tilting a full can of beer over his head 
"Hey! Dont waste if!" he cried one drop and then another hit the top of his head 
"Then talk!" 

"Okay! | saw Shane a couple of days ago" 

"And?" 

"And what?" 

"Did he ask about me?" 

Ais 

"Fuck! Then why did you tell me!" | groaned, dropping into a chair 


"He dropped out of law school. | just thought you'd like to know is all," Todd answered. He picked up his pipe and 
loaded a sticky green bud. 


"He didn't? Why? Tell me before you get incoherent!" | demanded. 
"When am | ever incoherent?" he asked, bring a lighter to the bowl. 


"Every night after ten! Come on!" 


Todd took a deep hit and held it. A few moments later he exhaled. His voice was high and raspy. "Ran out of 


money | guess. He's got a new job and is saving up again" 
"| haven't got much time then" 


"What is it Toby? Is it cancer?" Todd asked, trying to keep a straight face. "We'll get through ittogether!" He 


fell over laughing 

"You're an idiot! You know it?" | asked 

"But brilliant! What are the odds of meeting someone who's both? You're a very lucky boy Toby," he giggled. 
"So what else did he say?" 

"You love, admit it! Admit that this Shane thing is just a coy little sham to cover your love for mel" 

"Seel | can't talk to you when you're like this!" | complained. "Fuck! Why do | bother?" 

"Calm down Gertrude! 

"Don't call me that! You don't get to call me that when Im mad at youl" 

"He didn't say anything much! We were at a party!" 

"Was Holly there?" 


"Was Hol-lee there?" he laughed. "Boy! That was funny! No, it was just guys. A bachelor part for a guy we 
went to school with," Todd replied, before taking another hit off his pipe. 


"| thought you flunked out!" 

"Not college! High school, dingbat!" 

"You went to high school with Shane? | thought you went to boarding school" 
"| did, and so did he," Todd answered, exhaling a stream of pot smoke. 
"Where's your year book?" | asked 


"I don't know, probably in my old room. | don't know if | still have one with him in it. He was two years a head 
of me." 


"Go get them!" 


"Not now! I'm totally baked. My dad will rip me a new hole!" Todd argued. 

"He's probably not even home wuss! Go get them!" | demanded grabbing the pipe. "I'll bug you all night!" | 
warned. Todd reluctantly got up and headed to the main house. He was gone for forty-five minutes. | was 
about to go look for him when he stumbled in with a box of pizza. 

"Want some?" he asked, his mouth still full of partially chewed food. 

"No! Close your mouth for God sake! And where's the year books?" | asked. 

"Oh yeah! | knew | was forgetting something! Sure you don't want any? It's really good!" 

"Damn it Todd! How many brain cells you got left?" 

"Finel I'll be right back," he mumbled. He quickly returned, dumping two books in my lap. | spent the next hour 
pouring over them, Shane on the swim team, on the debating team, Shane as the lead in Westside Story. 
Musical theater, even I'm not that gay. "Well you know what they say about guys that go to boarding school!" | 
said finally. 

"Not true!" Todd cried. His pupils were tiny pinpoints, the whites bloodshot. 

"l'm surprised you can speak! No wonder you flunked out of college," | replied 

"l'm just relaxed," he said, sprawled across the couch. 


"Do you think Shane slept with any guys there?" | asked 


"No! How the hell would | know? That's not something you ask an upper classman! Or any man for that 
matter!" 


"So you're admitting that it happens!" | laughed 

"No," Todd answered turning bright red 

"Oh my God! You messed around with a guy, didn't you?" | asked, still laughing. 
"No," he sputtered 


I'd never seen Todd drop his wise ass veneer before. "Yes you did! | recognize that deer in the headlights look! 


Spill it straight boy!" 


"You're imagining things Toby!" Todd said, sitting up and moving as far down the couch from me as he could. 


"Then why are you suddenly at the other end of the couch?" | asked, laughing. "You know you could make a lot 


of money! There's a huge demand for a twink like you!" 

"A twink?" he asked 

"Golden on the outside, with cream on the inside," | laughed. 

"Gross! And lm not gay!" 

"| never said you were. So who was it and what did you do?" | asked. 
"Nothing! Stop it! 

"It wasn't Shane was it?" | asked suspiciously 

"God nol" 


"Ah! Got youl" | cried. "It's okay. Admitting it is the hardest part. Well not the hardest part. That would be the 


dick up your ass!" | was close to tears, | was laughing so hard. 

‘Ive never, nor will | ever, take it up the ass! And | think you're being a dick," he added. 

"I'm sorry. I'm not laughing at you. | just think its cute," | replied. "But details Hansen! | want details!" 

"Not on your life!" 

‘| want something to hang over your head!" 

"Exactly!" he cried. 

"I won't tell. | promise, but if you don't spill your guts right now | might have to drop a few hints. That Kevin 
is clever too," | smirked. | loved tormenting him. Not that it was really bothering him. Most guys would have 
already punched me. It was more that | had tricked him, that | had found out one of his secrets, that made 

him squirm. 


"I got really drunk and passed out in somebody's dorm room and | woke up and this guy was sucking my dick. 


Satisfied?" he asked. 
"What did you do?" 


| pretended | was still passed out! What else?" 


"Did you come?" 

"It was a mouth wasn't it?" Todd got up. "I'm going for a ride. | need to chill." 

"Todd, | was only teasing!" 

"I know, but don't tell anyone!" he replied He left me there, drooling over pictures of Shane. 

The next few days were agonizing. Every way | came up with to get money left me at a dead end. | was 
tempted to sell a kidney. | wanted to ask Stan, my boss, for a loan but | was afraid of what he'd ask for in 
return. | needed the shitty job and if he said yes but, well that ended that thought. It was two in the morning 
and | couldn't sleep. | head for the house to see if there was anything in the kitchen, at least something more 
substantial then the beer, Doritos, and grape Fanta that Todd had in his cupboard. When | entered, Todd's dad 
was sitting at the kitchen table eating ice cream. 

"Where's the body?" he asked. 

"Huh?" 

"You look like your best friend just died” 

"Oh! Uh, | just have a lot on my mind," | replied. 


"Such as?" he asked, lifting a spoon of nearly melted what appeared to be coffee ice cream to his mouth. 


| was never very comfortable talking to fathers. My own was such a prick. | guess the entire concept of 


fathers now made me uneasy. "Stuff, you know." 


"No, not really. That's why | asked. But if you don't want to tell me, that's fine. Help yourself to some ice 


cream," he said. 
"No thanks. | think I'll just have an apple," | said. | grabbed a red delicious and headed for the door. 
"Toby, would you mind sitting down? I'd like to talk to you." 


My stomach flipped and turned. Either he was getting tired of my mooching or he found out | went both ways 


and was going to hit on me. Neither option boded well for my future. "Sure," | said. | sat down across from him. 
"I have a problem and maybe you can help." 


"IIl try," | said in as even a voice as | could muster. 
Y 


‘lm worried about Todd. He has no direction. He just sits around and smokes pot all day." 

"Uh, well." 

"| don't expect you to confirm this. | already know. I've thought about kicking him out so he'd have to get a 
job," he said, sitting the spoon in the empty bowl. "But then he has all sorts of friend's couches to sleep on. It 
could take a good five years before he wears out every welcome. So is he a good drummer?" 

"Oh yes, he's very good. | wouldn't put up with him otherwise," | said without thinking. Todd's father laughed. 
"| understand completely. So you think he has a future? As a drummer, | mean" 

"Most definitely." 

"A little bird told me that you want to make a demo. Is that true?" he asked. 

"Yeah, but I'm having a hard time finding the cash," | said warily. 

"That's how you can help me. | have a friend who has a friend who owns a studio. So here's the deal Toby. I'l 
pay for you to record one song to your satisfaction If my friend's friend thinks it's good, well I'll pay for the 


entire demo." 


l'm surprised my jaw didn't shatter when my chin hit the floor. "Really? No fucking kidding? | mean no kidding?" 
| asked in disbelief. 


"No fucking kidding," he smiled. "But on two conditions. One, you must never tell where the money came from, 
especially Todd. | can't have him thinking | helped him. I'm still ticked about Santa Cruz. And Two, one day, when 
you've made it big, you help someone else achieve their dream in the same way. Sound fair?" 

"Yes!" | laughed. 

"So I'll set it up tomorrow," he said, standing up. 


| stood up and shook his hand. "Thanks Mr. Hansen. | can't tell you what this means!" 


"Thank you Toby. Now maybe | can get that van out of the drive way. Now remember, just between us, okay?" 
he asked, washing out the bowl. 


"Not a word," | agreed. 
"And not a word about the ice cream either. I'm supposed to be watching my cholesterol. Good night” 


| stood there for a few minutes after he left. | couldn't fucking believe my luck. But it was what | always knew, 


it was destiny. We where going to make it. | was dying to tell someone. Of course | couldn't tell Todd. And | still 
wasn't sure where Mitch fit into the picture. Who was | kidding? Shane was who | wanted to tell. | slipped into 
Todd's room. He was sound asleep, smoking four bowls in a row will do that to you. | dug through the pockets 
of his shorts and found the keys to the van. Only Todd would wear shorts in dead of winter. | wrote a quick 

note saying | had an emergency and had borrowed the van. When | reached Shane's apartment building, | sat 

there, taking a few deep breaths. | knew this was it. If he said no, there might not every be another chance. | 
just couldn't screw it up, but | was making myself more nervous just sitting there. | took the stairs two at a 


time. | stood at his door and pressed the bell with my finger. | didn't stop till he answered the door. 


He looked down at me, his green eyes still filled with sleep. | talking before he had a chance to tell me to get 
lost. | didn't plan was | was going to say. It just came out in a torrent. "We're doing a demo! You said if | got 
the money, you'd do it! You promised. Are you a man of your word Shane? | sure hope so and if you don't do 


it, you'd be a fucking idiot and | know you're not because | don't fall in love with idiots. And | love you, so there 
you go." 


"You're a chatterbox aren't you?" he asked. He sighed, and opened the door wide to let me in 


"There's only one way to keep me quiet," | smiled, dropping to my knees. He didn't reply but the sigh that 


escaped his mouth as | wrapped my own around his dick was answer enough for me. 


Eleven 


"| won't do it, not without Mitch," Kevin said on the other end of the line. 


Leave it to Kevin to be the pain in the ass. And | thought Shane would be the problem. Shane was relatively 
easy to convince. The first thing he wanted to know was where | got the money. Of course | couldn't tell him 
the truth so | said it was money my mom saved for me to go to college. It wasn't an out and out lie, not 
really. My mom did give me money and it had been part of the money she had saved for me to go to school if 
| wanted. Then he thought | should use the money to actually go to school instead. "You should have something 
to fall back on," he kept saying. "What if it doesn't work out?" 


He's such a pessimist. Or actually his parents are. | can always tell when I'm actually hearing one of them 
instead of Shane. It was always so sensible, with absolutely no daring or risk. Shane didn't really want to be a 
lawyer. They wanted him to be. He would get enthusiastic and then his mother would call and we were back to 
"I just hope this isn't a colossal waste of time and money." But when we went over the songs were going to 
record, | could see it in his eye. He wanted this, he wanted as almost as much as | did. Law school had been 


stifling him. This was his chance to break free from all that crap and be who he was meant to be. 


Todd's dad had set up the recording session for next Saturday. | was going to have to call in sick but 
everybody else was free. | hadn't call Mitch yet. To be honest, | wasn't sure that | wanted him there. Shane 
was working on the assumption that he wouldn't be and he made it abundantly clear how he felt about Mitch 
period. The last thing we needed was Mitch picking a fight with Shane. At very best, he was bound to be 
belligerent. On the other hand, he is my brother. | kept thinking about what my mom said about things not 
coming as easily to Mitch and | can't help remembering that look on his face when he saw Sophie waiting in line 
for Santa. If he totally sucked then it would be a no brainer but he doesn't. He' actually pretty good. If he 
practiced more, he'd be great. Then there's the whole back-stabbing bit. Kevin and Mitch have been friend 
since Mitch moved down here. He was still mad at me for bring Shane in the way | did. It doesn't bode well, 
starting a demo and looking for an agent when we're already feuding. We need two guitarists any way. Replacing 
Mitch would be a pain in the ass and if Kevin decided to jumps ship before we even record our first song, 
we're screwed. But | just wasn't ready to commit to calling him. | knew if | did, and we got signed, | could be 
dealing with his bullshit for some time to come. "You'd throw away a chance to be a rock star on Mitch?" | 


asked. 


"Rock star? What the fuck does that mean to me any way? If | get to play bass for a living, I'll be happy with 
that. People that become ‘rock stars' are a bunch of posers any way. And if they aren't then they're sellouts. 
Mitch is a damn good guitarist and my friend besides," Kevin argued. 


"Well, I'm his brother and | sure and hell am not going to let one of his tantrums ruin my career." 


"Yeah? Some brother! What you did was low Toby and you did it right after he got fired too. I'll tell you what, 
you get Mitch to do it. If not, well it was nice while it lasted" 


| sat stunned, listening to the dial tone after Kevin hung up. | honestly didn't know that Mitch had gotten fired. 
When | thought about it, it made sense. He'd hit me up for money for one thing. He's done it before but 
usually only when he's desperate and he's too quiet to be back on coke. He always talks a mile a minute when 
he's on drugs. Looking back, he was in a pretty foul mood before | brought Shane into the picture. Going home 
must have just been icing on the cake. People think | have no conscience, that I'm a cold selfish bastard, and 
for once | wish it was true. | wanted to turn my back on him and Kevin if need be. | wanted to walk away. | 
was supposed to be leaving that shit behind. If | let Mitch back in the band, my past would be there right 
beside me, for-fucking-ever. But | couldn't do it. It's hard to explain, but we're more than brothers. It's like 
we've been through a war together. | don't particularly like him. l'd never choose him as a friend, but leaving 
him behind is unthinkable. So | called him. 

"What do you want?" he growled when he realized it was me. 

"A hello, for starters," | replied 

"Hello. Now fuck of fl" 

"Why aren't you at work?" | asked | could hear the little wheels in Mitch's head spinning. 

"Fucking Kevin!" 

"Why did you get fired?" | asked, 

"None of your business. What is this? You calling to gloat?" he asked. "You didn't tell Mom did you?" 

"No and no again. | was calling to see if you were still being as asshole and apparently you are." 

"I got company so if that's it, I'm hanging up." 

"I got us a chance to record," | said. Mitch was silent. "Did you hear me? This is what we've been waiting for!" 
"What did you do?" he asked suspiciously. 

"What do you mean?" | asked, confused. 

"Who'd you fuck to get us a contract?" 

| can't believe you! Do you really think I'd do something like that?" | asked angrily. 


"Yeah, | do. | think you'd do anything to make it," he answered. 


"Not anything! And it's not a contract, it's a demo!" 


"So you only gave him a hand job then," he laughed. 

"You know what? | was going to ask you to come back but now | think not," | snapped. 

"Is Blondie still going to sing?" 

"His name is Shane and yes, he is. I'm just going to say this once Mitch so better get it through that thick 
skull of yours! Shane is the lead singer for Black Fulcrum whether you like it or not. He's not going away. Not 
only that, but we're together." 

"Together?" he hissed. 

"Yes, together! We live in the same place, share the same bed. Do | need to be more specific?" | asked. 


"Fucking no!" 


| want you to be in the band. | want you to be a part of the recording session but you are going to have to 


accept things the way they are. If not, well too bad. The choice is yours Mitch." 
"Not much of a fucking choice is it?" 

"Fine! | tried," | answered. 

"| need two hundred dollars." 

"What? Why?" | asked. 

"| had to pawn my Gibson," he replied. 

"Okay," | sighed. "We'll get it tomorrow. Pick me up after work," | said. 

"Doesn't Blondie have a vehicle?" he asked. 

"Your car too?" 

"| got almost six hundred for it!" 

"That hunk of junk? You must have found an idiot just like you! Just meet me after work. And Mitch?" 
"What?" 


"Please promise you won't fuck it up for me. You don't have to like him, just behave." 


"Fine." 

"Promise!" 

"| promise!" 

"Swear on Sophie!" 

"Never! | swear on my third arm okay?" 

"Mitch!" | could hear Sheri whine in the background. 

"| got to go," he replied. 

"Six pm tomorrow. Don't forget!" 

"I won't forget. Jesus!" he responded before hanging up. 

Now came the real hard part, breaking the news to Shane. He loathed Mitch. | had to convince him that it was 
good for the band. Easier said then done, partly because | wasn't so sure myself. But | had called him and 
there was no turning back now. Shane had just gotten a job working in a law office as a paralegal so he wasn't 
going to be home till late. It gave me lots of time to plan and plot the best angle. Of course it all went out the 
window when he walked in the door. 

"You cut off your hair! How could you do that?" | cried 

"Don't look so upset! Its just hair," he responded. 

"| hate it! Why? | loved your hair," | whined. 

"I had to. | can't work in an office looking like a surfer," he said, grabbing a Pepsi from the refrigerator. 

"But you are a surfer!" 

"But | don't have to look like one." 

"Well now you look like a Republican. Who's going to give a Grammy to a Republican" 

Shane laughed and sat down on the couch next to me. "If we get a recording contract, I'll grow it out, okay?" 


"When we get our recording contract," | corrected. 


"Well when we get a recording contract I'll grow it out then," he smiled. God | loved that smile. "So we got any 


chow in this joint? What's there to eat?" he asked. 
"Me," | smiled wickedly, undoing his belt. 
"I though you were dessert." 


"Are you kidding? I'm a four coarse meal," | replied, shoving his shorts down. It took his cock into my hand and 


began to stroke it, letting my thumb repeatedly glide over the head. 


"Mmm," Shane sighed, “This the first course?" He grew in my hand My thumb became slick with the moisture 
leaking from his tip. 


"The appetizer," | giggled. Shane shuddered and thrust up into my hand. 


"Take off your shirt," he gasped. | started to pull off my shirt and | felt his hands on my chest before | had 
even pulled it over my head. His fingers lightly traced my nipples. He gave them a not so gently squeeze. "Pants 


too," he ordered. 


| stood and discarded my pants and underwear. He pulled me close so | was right in front of him. He turned me 
around and | got the shock of my life. Shane parted my cheeks and | felt his tongue dart into my ass. | would 
have thought that he was still too straight for that. He kneaded and nipped at my back side. His tongue slid to 
the top of my crack then downwards. | began to tug at my cock as he wildly lapped at my hole. | moaned with 
delight. When | was good and hard he turned me around and took my cock into his mouth. The second shock of 
the night. There was no doubt this was not Shane's first blow job or third or even tenth. He was an expert. His 
delectable lips tightly gripped my shaft. His tongue curled around its rigid flesh. His left hand gently stroked my 
belly as his right played with my balls. | was in heaven. | shivered and thrust, calling out his name. Shane did 
this great thing with his head. As he bobbed, he moved right then left, creating a sort of spiral sensation. It 
was fantastic. He would occasionally pull away and admire my cock. He'd lick up one side then down the other 


and stroke it. Then back he'd go with that crazy head action 


"lim going to come," | groaned. He took me deeper and | shot. He swallowed, some dripping from the corner of 
his mouth. When | had gone limp, he pulled away and smiled. 


"Now that's what | call a happy meal," he grinned. He flopped down next to him. | leaned over and licked the 
corners of his mouth. 


‘lam tasty, aren't I," | replied. 
"That's why | love you Toby. You're so modest," he said, laughing. 
"Did you just say you loved me?" | asked. 


"I did," he answered. He gave me a kiss and placed my hand on his straining cock. | giggled into his mouth. 


"l'm on a diet!" | chirped 

"Yes, the McClure diet," he whispered, moving my hand up and down his shaft. | lowered my head, gladly taking 
every inch of him. "God | love your mouth!" he moaned. He stroked my back as | sucked him dry, even trying 
the same head motion that he had. "Oh Fucking yeah," he moaned. His cock flexed twice and my mouth filled 
with his delicious come. 

Later, | rested my head on his shoulder, letting my finger run up and down his treasure trail. "Shane?" 


"Hmm?" 


"I called Mitch today," | said. | waited for some kind of response but when none came, | continued. "I asked him 


to rejoin the band" 
"Why the fuck would you do that?" he asked, his tone sharp. 
"Please Shane, try and understand." 


"| understand perfectly. He's an asshole with a drinking problem and a temper. He upsets you and he upsets me. 


| don't want to be in a band with him" 


"I know he's an asshole, but underneath the drunken bravado and flying fist is a pretty good guy. He's always 
been there when | needed him. | can't very well turn my back on him when he's down" 


‘I'm not asking you to turn your back on him. | understand that he's your brother and you love him but why 


does he have to be in the band?" he asked. 

"Because it's all he's got left. He lost his job and.well he's miserable," | replied. 
"He makes himself miserable," Shane replied 

"| know but he can't help it. He had a fucked up childhood." 


"Who didn't? That's no excuse! You grew up in the same environment and you didn't turn into a complete 


asshole," Shane argued. 

"But it was different for him. My dad was really mean to him. He'd beat him and humiliate him. He just ignored 
me for the most part. I'm really afraid that if we do it without him, he'll do something drastic. He could end up 
dead." 


"Don't be melodramatic Toby!" Share cried. 


lm not! You don't know him! You said yourself that he was fucked up. Well?" | asked. 
Shane sighed and rubbed his temples. "It will never work We just can't get along Toby.” 


"It will work. I'll make sure of it. | made him swear on his dick that he'd behave. I'll keep him in line. You'll see. 


Please?" 
Il give it a try but if he gets out of control, thats it. It's him or me," Shane replied 
"Thanks! You won't be sorry. Let's order pizza!" | said, sitting up. 


"Pizza? You are trying to bribe me. Okay, go order it! He smiled, pulling up his pants. 


Twelve 


"This car smells like fag," Mitch said making a face. 


"Shut up! And put on your seatbelt," | ordered. Mitch ignored my directive and rolled down the window. "Buckle 
up or I'm not paying for your God damn Gibson!" Mitch glared but adjusted the seatbelt and secured it in place. 


"Roll down your window," Mitch whined. 

"Nol This car doesn't smell." 

"Yes, it does, like fag," Mitch complained. 

"What does fag smell like?" 

"Like this car! Roll down the window." 

"If you keep this crap up, consider the deal off," | warned. 
"What? Its not like | told him his car smelled like fag. | told you." 
"Well | don't want to hear it either. Where's this pawn shop?" | asked. 
"Oh shit!" 

"What?" 

"I left the ticket back at the apartment," Mitch sighed. 

"Damn it Mitch!" | cried. 

"What!" 

"That's forty minutes out of the way!" 

I'm sorry. | was in a hurry! | woke up late!" 

"When? Three in the afternoon?" | asked. 


"Actually five, Sheri dropped me off” 


"Jesus! What do you do? Stay up all night drinking and playing cards?" 

"No! Sometimes | get laid too," Mitch laughed. 

"Then let her get your Gibson out of jaill" | snapped. 

"Since we're going back, can | take a shower? | need to shower. | don't want to smell like fag," 

"No one will mistake you. Trust me Mitch." 

"Now you're being pissy. You should just give me the money and I'll get the Gibson tomorrow," Mitch 
suggested. | looked at Mitch out of the corner of my eye. He was trying to play me. He wanted cash for 
something else. 

"How much do you owe?" 

"What?" 

"You lost a bet didn't you? l'm not paying off gambling debts Mitch!" 

"You're nuts!" 

"Liar!" 

"Fuck you!" 

| headed back towards the apartment, letting Mitch stew. | knew it was just a matter of time before he said 
what he really wanted. We reached the apartment. "Wait here! I'll get the pawn ticket," he said, climbing out of 
the car. 

"ll come with you." 


"No, it will just take a second. Wait here." 


"I thought you said you were going to take a shower. l'm not waiting in the car while you take a shower," | 


complained. 


"| said no! Wait here!" Mitch shouted "Christ! | won't be that long." Mitch stomped up the stairs. He paused on 
the concrete landing and looked down at the car scowling before disappearing from view. | sat there, twiddling 


my thumbs for about five, ten minutes, and then decided it was time to surprise Mitch. 


There was an eviction notice nailed to the front door. | ripped it down and read it. Mitch hadn't paid rent in 
three months. He hadn't paid rent even when | had been living there! What was he doing with the money was 


what | wanted to know. | still had my key so | opened the door. The apartment had an acrid odor that | couldn't 


quite place. | heard a click and turned. | came face to face with the business end of a pistol. 
"Fuck! It's his little brother," Bill sighed. 


"| don't care who the fuck he is. What the fuck is he doing here?" growled the guy holding the pistol to my 
face. If you have ever tried to imagine the last person you'd want to meet in a dark alley, it was probably this 
guy you pictured. He had to be close to three hundred pounds and he towered over me. His biceps were as big 
around as my thighs. 


"| could ask the same thing. But of course if you're here with Bill, drugs are obviously involved," | said. | was 
surprised how calm | sounded because | was ready to piss my pants. The guy yanked me in by the hair, 
slamming shut the door with his foot. Not long after | found my face repeatedly crashing into said door. | could 
hear Mitch shouting. The grip on my hair released and | found myself on the floor. 


"You better tell that fucking kid to keep his fucking mouth shut or he won't be the only one found with a 
bullet through his head. Got it?" 


"| got it! | got it! There's no problem. He's leaving now. We're going," Mitch assured. There was an edge to his 
voice that made it clear that he was very nervous. He pulled me to my feet. | was dizzy and couldn't focus 


my eyes. | think my nose was bleeding. 


"I told you to fucking wait in the car!" Mitch hissed, leading me down the stairs. He took a wad of paper napkins 
and held it to my nose. "Why can't you fucking do what | tell you?" he cried. "Couldn't wait could you?" 


"What the fuck is Bill doing around? What the hell have you gotten into Mitch?" | demanded, fighting back the 
sting of tears. My nose and my forehead were throbbing with pain. 


"Give me the keys! We have to get the fuck out of here!" Mitch ordered. 


"Nol" | shouted. "That guy just tried to kill me and | want to know what the hell is going on!" | struggled as 
Mitch dug into my pocket for the keys. "Its Shane's car! He won't like you driving it!" 


"Keep your voice downl" Mitch replied. Finding the keys, he dragged my back to the car and threw me in the 
backseat. He hopped into the front. The car stalled twice as he pulled out. "Piece of crap stick shift!" Mitch 
yelled, shifting gears and hitting the gas. He breathed a sigh of relief as we got on the Santa Monica Freeway. 


| sat up and examined my face in the rearview mirror. There was a large and ugly bump growing on my 


forehead. At least my nose didn't seem broken. "Good damn it Mitch look at my head!" 


Mitch glanced up at the mirror then back at the road. "Tell me, what you were thinking Toby? Saying 
something like that to a guy that's got a gun pointed at you! Fuck! And you say I'm fucking stupid? Well your 
smart mouth nearly got us both killed! Fuck!" Mitch slammed his fist down on the dashboard. 


"What were you thirking, having a couple of drug dealers hanging out in your apartment?" | cried. 
"Do you think the rent pays itself?" Mitch hollered back 

"Are you dealing drugs now?" 

Not 

"You haven't paid rent in three months! Where's the money going Mitch?" | demanded 

"Things cost money! You wouldn't know seeing how you're a kept boy!" 

"Im calling Dad! He'll probably break your neck but at least you won't be involved with that shit! 


"You'll keep you fucking mouth shut Toby! Guys like that one aren't afraid of Dad. He'd just kill all three of us," 


Mitch warned in a hoarse voice. "Does your head hurt? Do you feel sleepy?" 
‘Of course my head fucking hurts! Asshole!" | responded. 


"Maybe | should take you to the hospital," Mitch said, exiting the freeway. He pulled into a convenience store 
parking lot. He turned around and held up four fingers. "How may fingers?" he asked. 


"You aren't serious," | snapped sarcastically. 

"How many fingers!" Mitch growled. 

"Five, including the thumb up your ass! Get out! I'm going home!" 

Mitch handed me a quarter. "Go call pretty boy and have him meet you here." 


"Get out Mitch! Im serious! | want to go get cleaned up before | have to pick up Shane," | demanded. | crawled 


over the seat and sat in the front. | pulled the keys from the ignition Mitch grabbed them back. 
"You're not driving anywhere brat! You probably have a concussion," Mitch argued. "Now call the faggot" 


"Fuck you Mitch! Here | was trying to help you! Give you a fucking chance to record! You end up almost getting 
me killed and you have the nerve to call Shane a faggot! Fuck youl" | screamed. 


"Alright! Take it easy! l'm sorry, okay? Just calm down!" Mitch replied. He stared out the window and sighed. 
"Man, this is so fucked!" 


"No, you're fucked! You fuck everything up!" 


"Okay! | should've remembered the ticket! But fuck Toby! You got to learn to keep your mouth shut. l'm 


serious. That guy meant business!" 

"You blame this on me?" | asked, pointing at my head. "Shane is right. You're a selfish, irresponsible prick that 
will only cause me grief. And Dad is right too! You'll never amount to anything! Now get out!" | cried. Mitch got 
out of the car, taking the keys with him. | started to climb out after him but he shoved me back in and 
slammed the door. 

Ill toss these keys into the sewer if you get out of this car," he hissed. He would to, | knew it. | watched as 
he made a phone call at the pay phone. Then he went into the Circle K. A few minutes later he came out, 
clutching a paper sack. He made one more call and then got back in. He handed me a Sprite but | just glared at 


him. He pulled out a Miller Lite from the bag and popped it open. 


"You've got to be kidding! You are going to sit here and drink beer and tell me | can't drive? You're not driving 


Shane's car drunk. I'll call the cops," | sneered. 

"l'm not driving am |?" 

"No, you're drinking. The driving comes later," | complained. "Just give me the keys Mitch! Please!" 

"Shut up and wait for your ‘friend’ Blondie, will ya?" he snapped. 

"What do you mean?" 

| mean he'll be here in a half an hour so shut up till then" 

"You called Shane?" | asked in disbelief. 

"Do | look like | have some homo's number? No, | called Todd and he called him. Now just shut up." 

| sat back. | was surprised. He had called Todd of all people. And the last person he'd want to see was Shane. | 
realized that Mitch actually was worried about me, or he would have taken off as soon as he realized he 
wasn't getting his guitar back. "Oh man my head hurts!" | moaned. "I feel dizzy." 

"What?" Mitch asked, alarmed. 


| groaned. | slumped forward. 


"Toby?" Mitch asked. "Toby?" He gave me a shake. | totally blew it because the corner of my mouth twitched 
"Knock it offl" he snapped, shoving me. 


| won't tell Dad if you tell me what Bill and that guy were doing," | said, sitting up. 


"The less you know the better." 

"You're selling drugs. You'll end up in jail. I'm telling Dad!" 

‘lm telling Dad! I'm telling Dad! What the fuck do you think Dad will do? He'll call the cops down here maybe and 
then | will go to jail! Is that what you want Toby? Why don't | ask Bill and his pal to shoot me now and save 
everybody the aggravation?” Mitch asked angrily. 

Just then a cab pulled into the parking lot and Shane hopped out. He rushed to the car and opened the 
passenger door. Mitch simultaneously got out of the driver's side. | heard the clank and he dropped the keys on 
the roof. 


"What happened? Are you okay? Todd said there was an accident!" Shane cried. "God, look at your head! You 
have to get that looked at. Where's the other driver?" 


"There is no other driver," | replied. 

"Okay, | have insurance. What happened?" he asked. 

"Mitch is selling drugs," | said. 

"What? Did he do this?" Shane asked angrily. | proceeded to tell the entire story. | emphasized how large the 
guy was, that he had a gun, and that my brother was a complete moron. Shane was silent for a moment then 
said, "I'm calling the police. You're filing assault charges." 

"No, let's just go home." 

"lm calling the police," Shane insisted. 


"| can't! What about Mitch?" 


"Fuck Mitch! Jesus Toby! You could have been shot" Shane cried. He stood up and picked up the keys of the 


roof. He came around and got into the car. "Do you think he went back there?" 


"Probably, but | just want to go home," | begged. Shane nodded his head and started the car. 


"| can't believe you talked me into this," Shane complained, lugging a box out of his trunk. 


"lts just till he gets a job and can afford the rent on his own. Or until we make it big, then I'll but him a 


mansion on the other side of the world" 


"Well one or the other better happen pretty quick because | don't think | can stand living with Mitch for very 


long." 


Thirteen 


| slid my hand under the comforter and grabbed Shane's cock. "Minel" | insisted, grinning, 

"Ah! Gentle," he cried. He sat up and peered over to the sofa and the lumpish for that snored there. 
"Don't worry! He'd sleep through Armageddon," | whispered. 

"Right and you're louder than the end of the world’ 


| can't help it if your rock hard cock sends me into the throws of passion Mr. McClure," | replied. | nipped at 


his neck. 
"Mr. McClure?" 


"You like that? Being called mister? Does it get you hard?" | teased, once again wrapping my fingers around his 
extraordinary tool. He shivered as it came to life. 


"Mr. McClure is my father," he replied, shoving my hand away. 
"| told you, Mitch will sleep through any thing. Don't worry," | assured 

"And I've told you tm not doing anything with him laying right there," Shane responded 
"Damn it Shane! That's not fair. km a young man and | need fucking," | pouted. 


"Well I'm a grown man and | need privacy!" Shane answered. He got up and headed to the bathroom. He had 
gotten so modest that | didn't even get to see his beautiful naked ass every morning. Now he wore sweats to 
bed. Mitch better get a job soon is all I'm thinking. | got up and followed Shane. | stuck my foot in just as he 
was about to shut the door. 


"What's more private than a bathroom?" | asked, giving him a wicked smile. 


Shane grinned back and pulled me in by the waistband of my shorts. He pinned me against the door, kissing me. 
God, | never knew kissing could be so hot! | close my eyes as he sucked on my bottom lip before dragging his 
teeth gently down my neck. There he stopped and sucked and bit. | ran my hands over his hair. | felt a small 
twinge of longing, remembering when | could run my fingers through it. Shane's long fingers pushed down my 
shorts. | stepped out of them as we kissed again. Shane worked his way down my chest, kissed my belly and 
fell to his knees in front of me. He ran a finger down to the base of my rigid dick. 


"Ah, a needy cock," Shane smiled. He took the head in his mouth and gently sucked. Soon he plunged downward, 
engulfing it. He pulled back just as quickly. He continued until my dick was an aching, quivering nine inches of 


tortured flesh. | only get this big for Shane. | swear. Shane pulled away and stood up. "Play with yourself," he 
whispered. 


I'd rather have you play with me," | moaned. 
"Don't worry baby, | will. But I've miss your little exhibitionist ass," he smiled. 


How could | resist a smile like that? Those dimples, they kill me. | gave him a pout and snaked my right hand 
down. | stopped just below my belly button | traced a small circle with my finger tip. | held his gaze, only a 
slight smile on my lips. | let him know with that look exactly want | wanted to do with him. | slid the index 
finger of my left hand into my mouth. | worked it in and out, trying to imagine his beautiful cock instead. Shane 
watched me, his eyes growing heavy with indecent thoughts of his own, if the jutting front of his sweats 
where any indication He wordlessly tugged his pants down, nearly stumbling as he kicked them aside. His dick 
jumped and danced in the early morning sun that poured down from the skylight. | ran my moist finger across 


my bottom lip, fully enthralled by one of the world's greatest natural wonders, naked Shane. 
"You little tease," he gasped. "Come on, show me how you play with your friend” 


| let my hand fall to my cock | gripped it and slid my fist upward. My dick was still slick with his spit and this 
thought made a normal bit of hand action incredibly hot, that and knowing the hottest guy in the world was 
standing before me, watching, and play with his own. | moaned. | squeezed a bit tighter, riding my hand up and 
bumping the head against my palm. 


"Use your other hand honey. Play with your nipple," Shane ordered in a low throaty voice. | loved when he 
called me by endearments. He never used them unless we were having sex but somehow, even if it was only 
then, it made me feel that what we had was more. | pinched my left nipple, rolling it like a hard pebble between 
my fingers. Shane knelt down before me. | let my hand fall away and waited for his mouth. "No, keep working 
it," he insisted. 


| reluctantly started stroke myself again. | wanted him to suck me. | wanted him to flip me around and fuck me 
right there. Better yet, | wanted to turn him around, bend him over the sink and bury myself in him. | watched 
as he sucked on two of his fingers. Catching my gaze, he smiled around them. He inched closer, snaked his arm 
between my legs, pressing a wet finger to my entrance. 

"Oh God yes," | hollered as | felt it work its way in and out. 


"Ssshh! You'll wake the asshole and not the one l'm interested in either," he whispered. 


"Sorry," | giggled. Shane slid his finger out and slapped my backside. "I said | was sorry." | looked down at him 
and stuck out my bottom lip. "Fingers? Please?" 


Shane ginned. This time he worked in two and | was in heaven. | bucked back then thrust forward into my grip. 
Shane leaned forward and stuck out his tongue. Every time | thrust forward, the head of my cock made 


delightful but brief contact with the tip of his tongue. 


"Tease? You invented the word!" | cried in frustration. Suddenly his fingers probed deeper, twisted and crooked. 
He hit my prostate and my body practically convulsed. My left hand clenched to a fist which | brought to my 
mouth. Something to muffle my groans, there was little else to do but bite down, as the raw pleasure seized 


me. | almost screamed when | looked down to watch Shane catch my cum in his open mouth. 


"Now that's what | call a Dunn-cock!" Shane said. | gave him a pinch on the arm. Words were too much at this 


point. "Hey, stop the violence!" 

| relaxed and felt his fingers leave me. | sighed. | wanted a part of him in there forever. Shane stood up and 
grinned. "You love mel It's written all over your face," | laughed. | leaned forward and licked the stray bits of 
cum from his face. 

"Hey, | was saving that for lunch!" Shane cried in mock indignation. 

"You so bad!" | said. 

"Me bad!" 

"Very bad," | agreed, reaching down to stroke his still raging boner. 

"Mmmm, nice." 

"| think it's time for a shower," | chuckled. 

"Just a shower?" he asked. 

"Do we ever just shower?" | asked, leading him in by the hand. 

"Well, sometimes, when I'm alone, | just shower to get clean 

"Shut up. | need your mouth for something better," | said. He started to smile but | darted my tongue in, 
meeting his. "Oh shit," | said pulling away. "I forgot the condoms. Don't move!" | ordered. | was just about to 
step out of the shower when the bathroom door opened. Shane yanked me back and we both pressed as close 
to the far wall of the shower as possible. 

| could hear the shuffle of Mitch's feet. He always sounded like an old man when he trod to bathroom half 
awake. That was followed by the sniffle slurp as he cleared his early morning sinuses. Bleary eyed, he padded 
past, scratching the back of his head. He headed for the toilet. From inside the shower you have a direct view 


of a full length mirror attached to the bathroom door. This full length mirror offers a full length view of 
whoever happens to be using the toilet. 


"Fucking potpourri," Mitch muttered, lifting the lid. Mitch leaned forward and sniffed the potpourri. "Vanilla, that 
figures. Chicks..Fags!" Mitch giggled as he unzipped his fly and pulled out his morning piss-on | turned and 
looked at Shane. He was watching! | gave him a pinch and covered his eyes. He pulled my hand away. Mitch 
tilted his head back, his jaw falling slack, and peered up at the ceiling. He started to hum some song he'd been 
working on in his head forever but never seemed to finish. A steady stream of piss echoed off the walls of 
the toilet bowl. Mitch started looking around the room. His eyes fell on Shane's crumpled sweats then traveled 
to my discarded shorts. He looked up at the mirror and squinted his eyes. He leaned over for a better look. His 
eyes went wide and he froze for a split second. 


"Fuck" he screamed. He must have seen us. He spun around, spraying the wall with piss. "Shit! Fuck!" he cried, 
shoving himself back into his jeans. He howled in pain as he must have zipped a bit of skin up in the fury. "God 
damn fucking cocksuckers!" he cried, pulling the zipper down and readjusting. He flew from the room half 
undone. 


"This is why this won't work," Shane growled, stepping out and grabbing his sweats. 

"We forgot to lock the door. Its not his fault," | argued. 

"He doesn't have the courtesy to even knock! He lives with two other people and he doesn't know to knock?" 
Shane asked angrily, pulling up his pants. Mitch's little outburst had killed any chance of me getting Shane off 


any time soon. 


"He's far more embarrassed than you are. | sure he's never seen such a grand specimen as yours before. He's 


probably in shock," | joked, picking up my shorts. 
"Ha hal" Shane snapped. "I'm not embarrassed. I'm angry Toby. I'm angry that | can't be with you in my own 
home. I'm angry that | let that asshole sleep under my roof, eat my food, and he calls me a faggot and a 


cocksucker! How much of this shit am | expected to take, huh?" 


"We startled him Shane! It freaked him out. He's trying. Last night he took the garbage out and you guys 
played cards didn't you? You have to give him time," | argued. 


"You mean he cheated me at cards," Shane replied 

"Now that's just not fair! Mitch just happens to be a really good poker player! | warned you but you wanted to 
play, trying to prove you had a bigger dick or something. And | made him five you the money back, so what 
are you complaining about?" | demanded. 

"Make sure he cleans up that damned piss! I'm not going to fucking clean up after him to," Shane hissed. 


"Shane?" 


"lm going out. | have some errands to run before we go to the studio," he replied in huff before leaving, 


slamming the door behind him. | glared at the door, my reflection throwing my anger right back at me. | sighed 
and cleaned up the bathroom. 


| found Mitch hiding behind the apartment building, smoking. "You can come back in. He's left," | said, sitting 
beside him. Mitch grunted and inched away. "Oh stop it Mitch! Quit being a big baby. I've taken a bath with 
youl So everybody's even" 

"| was six!" 

"And | was three and my dick was still bigger than yours!" 

"Bullshit!" 

"Its still bigger!" | insisted. 

"You wish!" 

"Care to have a measure off?" | asked. 

"No," Mitch cried, inching farther away. 

"Mitch, it's not catching. You don't have to keep moving away from me," | snapped. "You should have knocked." 
"I had to fucking take a leak! The door was unlocked!" Mitch cried. 

"You should have knocked!" 

"You should have let me know you were in there!" 


"Well | would have cleared my throat by it was currently occupied," | replied. 


"Ah Fuck! Gross! God Damn it! Don't tell me that shit!" Mitch shuddered in disgust. "I can't have that fucking 


image in my head!" 
"That will teach you to knock! Always knock Mitch or next time I'll insist you join us!" | teased. 
"Stop itl" 


"Shane's already talking about ways you can earn your keep. Looks like | won't be the only kept boy in the 
family," | smirked. 


Mitch stuck his fingers in his ears and started chanting, "La-la-la-lal" 


| pulled his arm away. "Mitch, remember our deal. You can't say fag or cocksucker or poo-jammer or any 
other pejorative!" 


"What?" 

"No more name calling! | mean it! That was the deal. You stay here and behave or | tell Dad all about your 
little enterprise. If you want to get visitation rights to Sophie you're not going to do it with a record for drug 
dealing," | warned. 

"You should fucking be in the Mafia Toby," Mitch griped. 


"Is for your own good! When you are rich and have your litte girl, you'll thank me." 


Mitch hung his head. "| can't believe that.guy saw my dick," he groaned. "It's like that thing from Clash of The 
Titans, that Medusa thing, It's gonna fall off" 


"Medusa turns things into rock," | laughed. "Don't worry Mitchie! He didn't see a thing. It was too small." 


"Shut up! Dickless!" 


"Come on," | said, standing up. "You have just enough time for a shower before we make rock ‘n’ roll history.” 


Fourteen 


It was like going home. No, it was better. | never felt as at home any where as | do in this recording studio. A 
real fucking recording studio, a state of the art recording studio, God, | just wish | had more control. Gus, the 
engineer/producer, won't even let me near the board. When | make my first million I'm going to build a 
recording studio in my house so | can work on my music the way | want day or night. | decided we should do 
‘One Last Chance Again’. It was fast, furious, and | think it's one of my best songs. Todd laid down the drums. 
We got the bass track from Kevin. By that time Mitch was getting bored. He had already disappeared to have 
a ‘smoke’ four times, so | had him lay down his track next. Good thing too, because he and Kevin took off, 
returning twenty minutes later stoned out of their minds. Mitch kept making faces at me through the window, 
trying to get me to fuck up. Gus yelled at him and told him to sit down and be quiet. We finally got to the 


vocals around five. 

There were a couple of false starts. Mitch still pissed that he wasn't singing, was glaring at Shane from the 
control booth and it was obviously setting Shane on edge. | would've kicked him out but we were going to need 
him for the backing vocals. Shane made it through the song once. Then Gus said, "That was good but try it 


again, edgier this time." 


"But that was so pretty," Mitch laughed. "In fact | think the title of our first CD should be called Metal Rules, 
Cause It's So Pretty!" Mitch and Kevin start rolling on the floor with laughter. 


"Mitch," | growled. 
"What?" 


"You asshole," | muttered. | pulled out my wallet and handed him a twenty. "Go with Kevin to get something to 
eat. But be back in an hour. | mean it. Be back in an hour!" 


Mitch's eyes lit up at the sight of a crisp twenty. "Hell yeah," he replied Mitch and Kevin gave each other a 


knowing look. 

"Don't go off getting drunk! You have to be back in an hour," | warned. 

| wouldn't think of it," Mitch deadpanned, heading out the door with Kevin. Todd got up and started after them. 
"Where are you going?" | asked. 

"With them," he replied. 

"Oh no you don't. You're driving the van with the gear, with my guitar. You're staying here," | cried. 


‘lm hungry," Todd whined. 


"You and | both know they're not going to eat. Besides I'll need you to drag them back from the bar in an 


hour." 
"Man," Todd grumbled, dropping back into a chair. "Hey Shane, want to buy a van?" 
"Okay, can we get back to work?" Gus asked. 


Two hours half hours later we were done. We sat back and listened as Gus played back the days work in its 
entirety. For the first time that day, everyone was quiet. When Shane's voice filled the room, the hair on my 
arm stood up. It was fucking great and we all knew it. You would've never known that we hadn't all been playing 
together for years. My guitar work was of course flawless. | was surprised at how well Mitch's voice 
harmonized with Shane's. Everybody's performance was great but it was more than that. There was 
chemistry. The tension between Shane and Mitch when they were recording the refrain had created a strange 
dynamic. Their mutual dislike made them competitive and brought out a better performance than | had 


expected. If | could keep them from killing each other, that would be ‘our’ sound. 


"Man! Cha-ching!" Todd hooted. Kevin grinned and gave Todd a high five. | looked over at Shane. His expression 
was that pseudo thoughtful look that | always had trouble deciphering. 


"Shane?" | asked. 

He looked up at me and smiled. "It's good Toby. It's really good" 

"Just good?" | asked, a bit irritated 

"Okay, it's fucking great!" he said, breaking into a wide grin. "I think we just might have a chance." 

| wanted to jump into his lap, kiss him, and tell him | loved him. Instead | just smiled back. There would be time 
enough for thanks later. Mitch had sat silent the entire time. | turned and took in his grim expression. | realized 
then that he was hoping it would sound like shit. He could have easily fouled things up but his fragile ego and 
resilient pride wouldn't let him go that far. He had been hoping it would fail all on its own But he knew it was 
perfect. He knew it was what he and | had been trying for all along and never achieved until now. 

"Well Mitch?" | asked. 

"Well what?" he asked back. 


"What do you think?" 


"Since when does my opinion count in this fucking band? I'm just the hired help, remember," he replied. "Take 


care of my guitar, will you?" He stood up and headed for the door. "Kev? You coming?" 


"Where?" Kevin asked, obviously surprised. 

"Badlands, three dollar beers before ten and a wet t-shirt contest. Sheri's entering," he replied. 
"Sure, | guess. Let me get my bass. That's it, right? " Kevin asked. 

"Oh yeah," Gus replied "You guys can go. | clean it up a bit and you can have a copy Monday." 
"Okay, see you guys later," Kevin said, grabbing his bass. 


Shane and Todd started the arduous loading the gear back into Todd's van. | turned to Gus. "Can | hear it one 


more time?" | asked. 
"Sure." 
| listened as Shane's voice filled the control room once more. That was my song, my dream, and now it was 


real. | shivered. 


As soon as we got inside the apartment, | pinned Shane against the front door. "Time to make up for this 
morning.” | smiled and locked the door. Shane started to speak but | put my finger to his lips. "No arguments. 
Mitch won't be back for hours. We've got till two am at the very least,” | said, running my hand down his 
thigh. 

"What if | say no," Shane asked slyly. 

"Would you say no to this mouth wrapped around your cock?" 

"Maybe," he grinned. 

"Really?" | asked, grabbing a hold of his crotch. 

"Hey!" he cried. | squeezed a little tighter. "Ouch! Okay, okay, | was kidding!" 

"You better have been," | replied, letting go. 

"You bruised the gremlin," he said, but | could see a smile playing on his lips. 

"The gremlin?" 

"Yes, my evil one eyed snake." 


"Evil? Never," | said, gently stroking it through the denim of his jeans. "Does the gremlin want to come out to 


play?" | asked, sliding my thumb through a belt loop and leading Shane towards the bed. 


"Perhaps, with a little coaxing," Shane answered. He put a hand on my shoulder and stopped me. He took my 
face in his hands and leaned down and kissed me. | closed my eyes and my mouth opened to accept him. It was 
a so slow kiss, not full of the ardent lust our kisses usually contain, but as his lips lingered on mine my chest 
tightened. No, it wasn't lust that radiated from him at that moment, it was love. It was a kiss to show me 


that he loved me. 

"I love you too," | whispered. | sat on the bed and extended my hand. 

Shane took it and | pulled him down on the bed. | held on to his hand as we fell back, enjoying one long kiss 
after another. Then | brought our hand between us, moved closer, practically crushing it between us. | kissed 
his mouth, his eyes, his forehead and his chin. Fingers still laced between us, | moved to his neck. | kissed a 
trail upwards, flicking my tongue behind his ear. | felt him shudder as he exhaled a barely audible groan. | did it 
again. Shane pressed closer, the fingers of his left hand running through my hair. He grew hard against my 
thigh. 

"How's that for coaxing?" | whispered into his ear. 

"Mmm, perfect, like you." 

| could feel his hot breath against my cheek. "l'm not perfect," | whispered back. 

"You are to me. Even your flaws are perfect," he answered, running his hand down my back. Shane thrust his 
hips forward. "How about you? You need coaxing?" he asked, grinding his crotch into mine. "No, he's awake, isn't 


he?" He kissed me, laughing as he did. 


| pulled away and undid my pants. | slid my hand into my shorts and popped my erection through the fly. "Boo!" 
| giggled. 


"Boo? Is that what you call him?" Shane laughed. 
"No! | never named my dick! I'll leave that to you, but might | suggest Shane's reason for living?" 


"Boo it is," Shane laughed. "Now go get the lube before | burst or the clock strikes midnight." 


"Is two not midnight Cinderella," | grinned, hopping up and reaching under the bed. "We really should find a 
better place for this," | said, dropping the paper sack on the bed. 


"Yes, I'd love to see Mitch's face when he rifles through that. Maybe we should get some porn mags, one with 


a close up of a rim job, and put it in there too." 


"We'd never hear the end of that!" | laughed. "Let's not kill the mood talking about Mitch." 


"| have an idea Let's not talk at all. Let's get naked!" 


Shane sat up and pulled off his shirt. | sighed, admiring his perfect chest, a golden brown even in the faint 
light. He reached up and tugged at my tee. | lifted my arms and let him pull it over my head. He tossed it aside 
and kissed my stomach. He shoved my jeans and shorts down and | stepped out of them. | crawled onto the 
bed. Giving him a kiss, | slinked down to his waist, running my finger under the top of his pants. | impatiently 
pulled at the top button. Quickly unzipping him, | pulled his jeans to mid-thigh. | paused to give him a quick suck. 
| just couldn't resist his gorgeous cock. But | didn't stay there long. | wanted him in me. | yanked off his pants 
and let them fall to the floor. 


Shane grabbed the lube and poured a liberal amount into his palm. He still worried about hurting me. | ripped 
the condom open it and let it slowly unfurl down his length. Shane dribbled lube over it and gave it four good 
strokes. | inched closer, squatting over him. He reached between my legs, letting his well greased fingers glide 


against my hole. A finger playfully darted inside. | clenched around it and he smiled. 
"Ready baby?" he asked. 
"Oh yes," | whispered, leaning down for just one more kiss. 


| reached back, holding his cock as | slowly moved downward, guiding it in. When it breached my entrance | 
couldn't control my gasp of delight. Shane thrust upward and | arched back as he filled me. | rode him, slow at 
first, leaning forward so that my raging hard on ran along his sternum. Shane gazed down at it, his eyes half 


mast and his lips slightly parted He reached up and stroked it with a still slick hand. 


‘Oh baby, you're so fucking beautiful. Every inch of you is beautiful. How did | ever live without you?" he 
moaned. He bucked up and hit my sweet spot. | leaned back till | rested on his pelvis and rocked back and forth. 
Shane tightened his grip around my throbbing cock. He's hips lifted up off the bed as he drove even deeper 
than | thought possible. A surge of pleasure washed over me and | grinded back into him. A tightness, rising 
from my balls towards my belly, erupting in a wave on euphoria. | exploded all over his chest. | panted as he 
gripped my hips and continued to thrust. He closed his eyes, finally falling back as his cock twitched and jerked 
inside me. We remained there, locked and breathless, unable to move for minutes. When | was able, | rolled off. 
| gingerly removed the spent condom and dropped it in the waste basket. | took a tissue and gently wiped clean 
his exhausted form as he sleepily watched. When | was finished we climbed under the comforter. 


"Was it worth the wait?" | asked. 


"Always Boo, always." Shane pulled me close and wrapped his arms around me. | buried my face in his chest as 
we fell into a blissful and well earned sleep. What must have been hours later we awoke to a pounding at the 


door. 


"Open the fucking door God damn it!" 


Mitch. | looked over at the clock. It read three forty-five. He had obviously stayed until the bar closed and 


partied a bit somewhere else. | was about to reach for my shorts when he started pounding again 


"Toby!" He must have stumbled because he fell against the door and cursed. "Fuck, that hurts." More pounding. 
"Butt fucking time is over girls! Pull your dick out of his ass so you can open the door Toby!" Mitch shouted. 
Actually it was a mix of shout and slur. | started pull on my boxers when Shane grabbed my wrist. 


"Don't you dare let him in," he hissed. "He's not sleeping under my roof when he can't show me a modicum of 


respect” 
"But he'll wake the neighbors” 

"Then they'll call the police," he replied 

"| can't leave him outside. It's the middle of January and i's raining, | whispered 


"He'll live and maybe a night of freezing his ass off will teach him some manners. He has to know there are 


consequences." 
"He's drunk Shane. | can't. He's my brother," | replied. 


"And this is my home. We had a deal Toby. | agreed to let him stay here if he behaved. He's not behaving. If 
you let him in then | guess | just can't live with either one of you. Your brother or me Toby, which is it?" 


Shane asked gruffly. 


| stared at the door for a moment. It trembled as Mitch banged against it. | dropped my shorts and lay back 
down. Shane pulled me close and | burrowed under the covers. Mitch continued for five more minutes. 
Somebody shouted at him. He muttered "fuck" and gave the door one last kick | listened steady patter of rain 
for an hour before finally falling back to sleep. 


Fifteen 


| awoke with a start. Shane was shaking me. He looked at me with a grim expression. | had never seen him so 
angry. | had seen him annoyed, very irritated, even exasperated, but never really angry. | wondered what | had 
done. 

"Your God damn brother broke into my car!" he shouted. 

"Huh?" | asked, sitting up. 

"| said your God damn brother broke into my car! He broke the driver's side window, crawled inside and is still 
passed out in the back seat. God damn it Toby. Besides the cost of the window, the front seat is soaked! Do 
you know how much that's going to run me? | can't afford this!" Shane shouted. The veins at his temple 
expanded and throbbed. 

‘lm sorry," | said weakly. 

"You're sorry? Great!" Shane snapped, nostrils flaring. 

"l'Il pay for it. I've got a little bit now but I'll get the rest next week. I'm sorry, really. | swear I'll pay for it.” 
Shane dropped down on the bed next to me and sighed. "I don't know why you should pay for it. You didn't do it. 
I'm sorry Toby, but | can't take it. Its not half as much the money. It's that he's a despicable bastard and | 
hate his guts." 


"We should have just let him in last night," | replied. 


"No! We shouldn't have," Shane snapped. "He should learn to be grateful when people are trying to help him. He 
should know to treat people and their property with courtesy and respect." 


"He was drunk’ 

"That's no excuse! I'm tired of this. He has to leave, that's all there is to it” 

"Shane, please” 

"No, and that's the end of the discussion. I've made my decision Now you have to make some of your own. l'm 
taking a shower. See if you can't get that asshole out of my car," Shane replied He stood up and headed to the 


bathroom. 


Fucking Mitch, | could kill him! What makes the whole thing so crappy is that Shane is completely right. My 
brother is a despicable bastard. But | also know that he was drunk and he wouldn't have broken the widow of 


Shane's car if | had just let him in to crash on the couch. Mitch says and does a lot of stuff that he later 
regrets. In fact | would say that ninety percent of the things Mitch says and does falls into this category. | 
wish Shane could see past all the bullshit. | don't think they'd be friends but at least he'd be more 
understanding and know that Mitch needs me, maybe even let him stay. But Shane is so pissed | don't think 
there's anything that could change his mind. 


| got up and dressed. As | approached Shane's Honda | noticed a spray of glass on the asphalt. It crunched 
under my sneakers as | peered into the car. Mitch was scrunched up in the far corner of the back seat, one 


arm draped over his eyes, the other clutching a bloody towel. 


"Mitch!" | shouted. Under the best circumstances Mitch is difficult to wake. He had three different alarms to 
get up in time for work. Each one was louder and farther from the bed than the last one. Even with that, | 
often had to stumble out of bed and wake him up so he didn't over sleep. When he was up late and hung over, 
it was next to impossible. "Mitch!" 


He didn't even flinch. | opened the door, grabbed his feet, and pulled. He slid out of the backseat and fell on his 
ass into a puddle. It had the desired effect. 


"Ah! Fuck!" he groaned. He turned to his left and puked. He then proceeded to wipe his mouth with the bloody 
towel. He looked at it briefly and tossed it aside. His right hand had several gashes on it. He had obviously 
decided to punch the window in instead of using a rock or something. A fine indication of just how drunk he was 


last night. He squinted up at me. "What the fuck is going on?" 

"You're a stupid drunken fucking asshole and have been kicked out is what's going on," | replied 

"Hmmm," Mitch grunted He pushed himself up, putting his hand in a pile of glass shards in the process. "Fuck! 
Man!" he cried. Mitch picked the flecks of glass out of his palm and rubbed it on his pant leg. "Why the fuck 


did you leave me in the car?" 


"| didn't leave you in the car. You broke the window and crawled in yourself" Mitch looked at the window and 


smirked. "Its not fucking funny!" | cried "You promised me Mitch! You said you'd be on your best behavior!" 


"That was my best behavior," he laughed. | gave him a kick in the shin. "Hey! I'm wounded already," he cried, 
holding up his bloodied hand. "I need something to drink. Got any beer up there?" he asked. 


| can't believe you! No, there isn't any beer! And if there was, | wouldn't give it to you. You broke Shane's car 


window!" | shouted. 
"Okay Jeezel | heard you the first time," Mitch cringed. "Keep it down" 


"Oh like you did last night! You came home around four am, drunk off your ass, calling me and Shane fags at 


the top of your lungs," | hissed. 


"| did?" Mitch asked, pulling a crumpled pack of cigarette's from his jacket. He fished a broken cigarette out, 
pulled off the dangling filter, and lit it. 


"Don't be a smart ass! You're a real bastard Mitch. You embarrassed me and Shane is really pissed!" 
"Oh, can't have that can we?" he asked sarcastically. 
‘Ive never seen him so angry," | replied. 


"Well you haven't known him very long have you. He could be one of those guys that blows up and beats the 
crap out of you Toby. He's too smarmy and too blonde. | don't like him," Mitch said before taking a drag. 


"Well he doesn't like you either and for good reason. Look at what you did to his car!" 
"Fuck him, he can afford it." 


"He cannot afford it! He had to quit school and take a job he loathes to pay his bills," | cried. "Unlike you who 


still hasn't gone out to look for work" 


"Give me a break! Do you really expect me to believe that? College boy is rolling in it. Who else paid for that 
demo yesterday? Studio time ain't cheap so it sure as shit wasn't youl" Mitch barked. 


| stared at him blankly. | didn't know what to say. | hadn't thought up a lie to tell Mitch about the money. | was 
couldn't tell him what | told Shane. Mitch knew Mom didn't have that kind of money. 


"Seel | knew that fucker was paying for it! Toby, he's using you! He doesn't care about music, not like you and 
me. He's just buying you! He's paying for it to get in your pants!" 


"Mitch, you're wrong! He really cares about mel" 

"Toby you're a fucking kid! There guys like that all over this city! Fucking predators looking for some young 
piece of ass. Hell you look fifteen for Christ sake. The cock sucker probably wishes you were. He likes you 
because you're young but when he's through with you, he'll throw you away, like garbage." 

"That's not true," | said, tears starting to roll down my cheek. 

"Toby l'm not saying this to be mean, honest. | just don't want you to get hurt is all. Better you hear it now 
then realize it later. ‘Cause even if you do turn out to be whatever, you are going to wake up one day and be 
sick to your stomach for what you're letting him do to you now." 


"You're wrong! You don't know what you're talking about," | screamed, shoving him against the car. 


"Toby," Mitch said, grabbing my arm, but | pulled away. 


"You're wrong about Share. He isn't like that and he's not paying for the fucking demo! Todd's dad is," | hissed 
between clenched teeth. "Nobody was supposed to know. Especially Todd and now I've broken my promise 


because you're a fucking dick and | hate you!" 
"Why would Todd's dad pay for it and not tell him?" Mitch asked. 


"None of your fucking business is why. Shane wants you gone and so do I! So go upstairs and get your stuff 
and leave. And don't for get your guitar. I'm sure you'll have to pawn it again," | snapped. 


"Toby, you know I'm right about that guy. That's why you're so mad at me. He wants you and me fighting. He'll 
try to get you away from anybody who gives a shit about you, anybody who can see him for what he is," 
Mitch argued. 


"Fucking leave Mitch!" | shouted. 

Mitch stared at me for a few moments then sighed. "Can | take a shower?" Mitch asked. 
"Nol" 

"Can | have something to eat first?" 

"No! Go before | tell Shane to call the police about his car!" 


"Where the hell am | supposed to go like this? | stink and | don't have any money?" Mitch asked, dropping the 
cigarette on the ground and grounding it out with the heel of his boot. 


"You should have thought about that before last night asshole!" 
"Fine. Fuck you too." Mitch turned and headed up to the apartment. 


| was hot on his heels. | didn't want him trying to say something nasty to Shane while he was grabbing his 
stuff. Shane stood in the kitchen, drinking a cup of coffee as | once again ordered Mitch to get his crap and go. 
Mitch shoved a few stray articles of clothing into his duffle bag, took his guitar and left. 


Shane had gone down to tape plastic to his window frame and sweep up the glass. | was trying to write a new 
song but | was failing miserably, mainly because | was miserable. How could Mitch be so stupid, so mean, so 
wrong? | knew he didn't like Shane but the things he said hurt me. He was basically saying that | had no value 
other than my body. Of course Mitch only thinks of relationships in terms of sex. He doesn't spend anytime 
with a woman unless it's ultimately going to end in sex. | would want to be around Shane even if we never did 
anything. Granted it would probably drive me nuts or blind but it would still be worth my time. And its not like 
Shane is a dirty old mon. He's only four years older than me. That's nothing. | don't know why it's such a big 


fucking deal. | am an adult after all. Mitch practically called Shane a child molester. | beginning to think it's more 
than the gay thing. He's never been quite this homophobic before. The guy three doors down from our old 
apartment was a flamer and Mitch thought he was funny. He as never mean to him though he did crack jokes 
about him behind his back. Maybe it was becouse Shane didn't seem gay that pissed Mitch off. He was more 
masculine than Mitch in some ways. He could sure beat the crap out of Mitch if he wanted to. He certainly 
didn't fit Mitch's usual definition of fag. Maybe Mitch couldn't handle the blurring of the lines. | can't tell 
because I've never really had a boyfriend before and I've never been this upfront about who I've been sleeping 
with either. Maybe Mitch just doesn't want me to be with Shane. Maybe he doesn't want me to be with 


anyone. 
The phone rang, startling me out of my thoughts. | usually don't answer Shane's phone. Not after that very 
brief conversation with his mother, but when | heard Todd's father's voice on the machine, | quickly rushed to 
get it. 

"Hello?" | said. | was more than a bit anxious. There was so much riding on this. One song did not make a demo. 
"Toby? I'm glad | caught you. So did you have fun yesterday?" 

More than you know, | thought to myself. "It was great. | can't thank you enough sir." 


"Well I'm glad you enjoyed it because you have an appointment to record two more songs next week." 


"Really? Honestly? That's, I'm mean, God, | can't fucking believe it!" | cried "Oh man, l'm sorry. | didn't mean to 


swear.” 
"That's okay," he laughed, "I imagine you must be very excited” 
"Oh | am. Beyond excited! What did your friend say?" 


"He said you guys where very good. He said you might need a little work but that was to be expected. Well | 
better run, but | thought you'd like the good news. So remember, next Saturday at nine. Okay?" 


"Next Saturday at nine, you got! And thanks again Mr. Hansen!" 
| hung up the phone and sighed. | had less than a week to patch things up. | had to get Mitch to apologize, pay 


for the window, and stop behaving like a jerk. It was a tall order, almost a difficult as getting Shane to accept 
the apology and that Mitch as around to stay. 


Sixteen 


| made a point of ignoring him while he read the Sunday paper. Usually | talk his ear off. It drives Shane nuts 
when | talk to him while he's trying to read. But not this time, no | was relatively quiet, just the gentle strum 
of my guitar. | just kept playing, working out this one piece that's been in my head. | didn't even sneak a glance. 
Usually | love to look at him, can't take my eyes off him for more than a few minutes. But not today, I'm 
practically dying from it, but | keep my eyes on my fingers. And he's noticing. | can feel him watching me over 
the edge of the Metro section | know what he's thinking. He's thinking | can't possibly keep it up. He thinks that 
| like talking too much. | love to talk, true enough. But he doesn't know me, at least not well enough to know 
that | have an iron will and won't cave. He reads the entire paper in the blissful silence that he is always 


begging for. 


Then he smiles. | don't see Shane smile but | know when he does. | can feel it. It's almost like it sends an 
electrical current through the room. That current runs down my spine and | shiver but | still don't turn. He 
makes something to eat. He has three bowls of Captain Crunch. How do | know it's Captain Crunch? Because 
that's the one thing Mitch and Shane have in common. Actually they have two things in common. They are 
both slobs and couldn't find a clothes hamper if they're lives depended on it and they both love junk food. 
Shane crunched away and | ignored him. He did the dishes. He took a shower and came out naked, toweling his 
hair dry, and | ignored him. Well not completely. | was very aware of his nakedness, some parts of me more 


than others. But he doesn't know | have an iron will. | don't crack | should be a spy in the CIA. 


Shane gets dressed. He clips his toe nails. He lets them fall onto the carpet. He's really irked now because he 


knows that bugs me. But | don't react. | just keep playing. | softly start to hum. 


"Oh for fuck sake!" Shane shouted. | look up at him and stare. | do my best not to grin | knew I'd win. "You're 
not being fair!" 


‘lm not being fair?" | asked sarcastically. "How fair is it to ask me to choose between you and my brother?" 
"He broke into my car! He's a common hood!" 


"You asked me to choose before he did that Shane! And he wouldn't have broken in to your car if you had let 


me let him in!" | snapped. 
"He insulted me!" 
"He was drunk!" 


"He was drunk! He was drunk! That's always the excuse! If he shot me you would just say, ‘But Shane he didn't 


mean it. He was drunk! | can't believe you are mad at me! You should be mad at him!" 


"I am mad at him! And | made him leave, just like you wanted. Even though he was cold, hungry, covered with 


puke, and didn't have a cent!" 
"He wasn't covered in puke! | fucking saw him!" Shane replied angrily. 
"You just want me for sex!" 


"What?" Shane asked in disbelief. His voice went up at the end of the sentence, a sure sign that he was getting 
really angry. That was okay. | was really angry too. 


"You just want me for sex because I'm young and hot. You're just going to throw me out when you're 


through," | cried. 

"You have to fucking be kidding!" Shane laughed angrily. "Would | put up with this crap if | were just after sex?" 
"What do you put up with? Me?" | asked. 

"You know very well what | mean Toby. So stop pouting.’ 

"All | know is if you really loved me, you would put me in the middle. He' my brother and that's never going to 
change. Yeah, he's an asshole and he drinks too much. But he's my big brother and | happen to love him. He 
loves me too in his fucked up way. And he needs me. He doesn't have anybody else. He's not a bad guy, even if 


he does think you're a child molester." 


Shane got a very strange look on his face. He stared at me like he didn't see me. After a moment he looked 


away. "Fine," he muttered, getting up. 
"He said it not me. | don't think that" 
"That just makes me feel so much better Toby. | can't tell you ho relieved | am," Shane replied with a glare. 


"Look, Mitch thinks that about all gay men. That's how we were brought up. We lived in a small town. Besides 
that's not the point. The point is lim mad at you." 


"Well l'm glad you clarified that!" Shane snapped. He turned away, reaching for his jacket and car keys. 
"Where are you going?" | asked 

"Out!" 

"No you're not!" 


"Yes, | am." 


‘Oh no you're not!" | cried. | ran to the door and blocked it, grabbing hold of the edges of the door frame. 
‘Move Toby!" 

"Nol" 

"Real mature Toby," | glared up at him and gripped the door frame tighter. Shane tried to pry my fingers 
loose. He was succeeding so | bit him. | know that it was childish but | wasn't going to let him leave. He's bigger 
than me and | was going to use any means necessary. "God damn it! You little shit! You bit my shoulder!" Shane 
cried. 

"You're damn lucky | didn't bite something else!" 

Shane burst out laughing. "Ah fuck! You're a little brat and you know it. | give up!" 

| want to settle this!" 

"And just how are we going to fucking settle this?" Shane asked. 

"You're going to admit that l'm right and then I'll forgive you and suck your dick," | replied. 

"But you're not right!" 

‘Oh yes, | am," | said, reaching for his waistband. 

‘No, you're not," he said, push my hand away. 

| reached back up and undid the button of his jeans. "But | am," | smiled. 

"No!" Shane answered, shaking his head. 

"Yes," | whispered, pulling at his zipper. 

"No, damn it!" 

‘Oh yes!" | grinned, falling to my knees. Shane didn't have a chance to respond. He was distracted, by my mouth 
around his cock. It didn't take long for my quick tongue work to get his attention Then my mouth descended, 
nice and slow. | pulled away, continuing to work his cock with my hand. 

"Say l'm right!" | said with a wicked grin Shane shuddered and shook his head. | wrapped my thumb and index 


finger around the base of his cock. | started playing with his balls. "Say I'm right or | won't let you come," | 


murmured. 


"Never," he hissed 


| just smiled up at him. | fumbled with the zipper of my pants with my left hand. Keeping the pressure around 
the base of his cock, | took out my own. | spat into my palm and started to jerk off. | never took my eyes off 
of him. | knew driving him crazy. | grew hard and thrust into my fist. "To bad you can't join me," | panted. 


"Oh fuck, okay," Shane gasped. 
"What?" 


"You're right. You're right," he moaned. | released him and pulled him down to the floor. Yanking off my jeans, | 


turned and we sixty-nined. It was one of the best orgasms I've ever had. | love hearing him say I'm right. 


Shane agreed to give Mitch another chance but only if | could promise him that I'd find another place for him 
to stay. Kevin had roommates, one of which was a girl Mitch briefly dated. Actually she was the only one that 
thought they dated. Mitch just thought it was a fuck Either way, they no longer got along so that was out of 
the question. Sheri wasn't stupid enough to take him in even if she thought he was her boyfriend. So | begged 
Todd. It took some convincing and a little bit of blackmail. | just hoped Mitch would stay in the confines of 
Todd's bachelor pit and not do anything to jeopardize things with Todd's dad. It took me four days to track 
down Mitch. | made Shane drive me around and look for him. | had him going into every bar Mitch frequented. 
Finally Kevin called and said Mitch had invited him to hang out at one of the Indian casino's north of the valley. 
Of course Kevin wasn't going to drive me. He just thought I'd like to know. He and Mitch can start the asshole 
club. 


It was a forty-five minute drive and Shane was less than thrilled, especially since he didn't get home from 
work till eight. Once we got there, it another thirty minutes to find Mitch. He was playing poker in a private 
room. They wouldn't let me go in since it was a private game but the cocktail waitress took him a note. He of 
course ignored it. An hour and half later, Shane and | were arguing about leaving when Mitch sauntered out 
the door grinning. 

"Cat fight!" Mitch hollered. 

‘lm waiting in the car. Make it quick," Shane said to me, his brow pinched with anger. 


"| sent you a note over an hour ago!" | snapped. 


| was busy, busy winning a cool grand," Mitch grinned, showing me the chips to prove his point. "| need a drink 


to celebrate!" 
"You've had enough to drink! We're going. | found you a place to stay," | said. 


"| don't need you to find me a place to stay!" Mitch barked. 


"Damn it Mitch!" | cried. | dragged him over to a couch and pulled him. "Look, we got a chance to record two 


more songs and you are not going to fuck it up.” 
"Who says | want to record with you and Goldielocks any way?" 


"I dol I'll make you a deal Mitch. If you go stay at Todd's, if you are civil to Shane, and you behave, I'll let you 


have one of the songs," | explained 
"One of the songs? You mean record one of mine?" Mitch asked, surprised. 

"That's what | said. But that's if, and that's a big if, you behave. No drinking and carrying on, at least for now" 
"Can we do “This Is It Bitch: 2" Mitch asked 

"Any other song” 

"Fuck that!" Mitch snapped 

"Any other song you like. | promise. Is it a deal?" | asked 


Mitch considered it for a moment then sighed. "I guess but don't drool all over that guy around me. It gives 


me the heebie-jeebies." 
"Fine, let's go. Shane's been waiting," | replied, standing up. 


"I got to cash in my winnings first." Mitch made a pit stop at the restroom and then cashed in his chips. As 
soon as the cashier handed him ten crisp one hundred dollar bills, | reached over and took them. "Hey!" 


"For Shane's car," | smiled. 


"No window costs a grand to fix. Certainly not some crappy Honda Civicl" Mitch cried, following me out the 


door. 

"His seat is ruined too." 

"Well that's your fault!" Mitch argued 
"How?" | asked. 

"For having such a big dick," Mitch laughed 


"Okay, here's two hundred back for being right about my big dick," | laughed. Mitch climbed into the back and 


sat wordless. At least he wasn't trying to antagonize Shane. Shane was pissed to be out so late when he had to 


work early the next day. | was about to brighten his day, | hoped. "Hey honey, Mitch gave me money for your 


window," | smiled, handing him eight hundred dollars. 
Shane snorted but took the money. "That's the least he could do," he said coldly. 
"And how's the seat?" | asked. 


"Its still damp," Shane sniffed. Mitch and | burst out laughing. 


Seventeen 


We all arrived bright and early on Saturday to record. We made it through the first song with out any 
problems. Probably due in no small part that Mitch had a cold and spent most of the time downing cough 


medicine or sleeping on the couch. Things were going really well until we broke for lunch. 


"Do you have to eat with us? You'll make us all sick | don't want you're cold," Shane complained when Mitch 


sat down between me and Todd. 

"What do you mean, it is your cold," Mitch replied, unwrapping his burrito. "I only have it because of you." 
‘Its my fault you have a cold?" Shane asked indignantly. 

"Well you locked me out in the rain and freezing cold," Mitch said. 


"Okay, Mitch promises not to breathe on you Shane. Can we just drop it?" | ask. "Scoot down a little more," | 
instructed Mitch. Mitch glared but moved farther down. 


"| just think it's inconsiderate is all," Shane said. | gave Shane a kick under the table. Shane looked at me. "Well | 
do." 


"You know your mom's kinda hot, in a Holly Hunter sort of way," Mitch remarked to Todd, before taking a gulp 
of soda 


"Don't even go there," Todd replied, between mouthfuls of taco. 

"| think she likes me. She made me soup," Mitch grinned. 

"She made you soup because you were sick," Todd replied. 

"No, seriously, I'd do her," Mitch said. 

"Man! That's my mom!" Todd cried. 

"How do you think she got that way? ‘Cause she's hot!" Mitch laughed. The laughing turned into a coughing fit. 
At least he had the sense to cover his mouth. That didn't stop Shane from complaining and moving to the 
other end of the table. 


"How'd you like it if | talked about your mom that way?" Todd asked. 


"My mom wears a bra for one thing! Besides she looks like a mom," Mitch answered. 


"Not always. Mom had that whole Farrah Fawett hair thing when you were born. She only looks like a mom 


now," | said. 
"So does my mom," Todd replied. 


"No, no she doesn't," Mitch continued. "My mom has got the whole mom thing down; the mom haircut, the 


mom clothes, the mom shoes. Moms don't wear thong underwear." 

lm afraid to ask but | will. How do you know what kind of underwear Todd's mom wears?" Shane asked. 
"No panty lines," Mitch answered, grinning. 

"Just stop!" Todd cried. "| don't want to know that you have been looking at my mom's butt! Have some 
decency! Besides as far as I'm concerned my mom has only had sex four times and I'm sticking to that 
theory.” 

"Why four times?" | ask. 

"Because there are four kids," Todd explained 


"Four times? Not with an ass like that!" Mitch smirked. 


"Judging by the look of your ass, | wouldn't think you ever got any Mitch," Shane said, his voice practically 
slicing through the air. | guess | was in shock. | just couldn't believe he'd say something like that to Mitch, of 
all people. He had to know that a comment like that to such an insecure homophobe like my brother would be 
enough to trigger a meltdown. Mitch had gotten up and shoved his half eaten burrito in Shane's face and 


stormed out before | could even react. 
"Fucking great," Shane complained. He wiped his face off with a wad of napkins. 


"To be honest, | expect him to have done much worse. You've been antagonizing him all day Shane. Really, what 


did you expect?" | asked him angrily. 


| expect him to act like an adult or at least pretend to be one. Here we are in a studio and he's throwing food 


around. Looks like we're really professional," Shane griped. 


"It's rock music dude. Not the law offices of McClure and Dunnock," Kevin said, standing up. "Its supposed to 
feel good, be fun. You're just too fucking uptight. And nothing personal, but | wouldn't be to happy about 
another guy talking about my ass either. I'll go find Mitch." 


Things only got worse when we moved on to Mitch's song. The song wasn't the problem, it was Mitch. First he 


wanted to play the lead guitar and wouldn't move an inch. 


"But Mitch that's not how we practiced it," | argued. 
"You can play rhythm. You know the part as well as | do," he replied 

"But Im lead guitar. We've already discussed this! You're wasting time God damn it!" | shouted 
‘Its my song!" Mitch answered 

"Its my song! Listen to yourself! You sound like a petulant child," Shane interjected. 

"What the fuck did you call me? Did you call me stupid? You fucker!" Mitch shouted 

"No, but you're apparently that as well" Shane laughed. 

"Just let him play lead Toby," Todd suggested. “It's just one song” 

"That's not the point. Im the lead guitarist," | maintained. 

"Not on my fucking song you arent" Mitch growled. 


"Hell let him play it," Shane snapped. "We're only recording it to appease him in the first place. Why not just 


give in to his every whim? The song won't go anywhere any way." 
"Whose side are you on?" | asked, glaring. 


‘I'm on your side Toby, but we have two hours to finish this song. In the interests of time, a sense of order, 


and to walk out of here with a bit of dignity, just let him play the fucking guitar," Shane answered. 
So Mitch got to play lead guitar on ‘Damn Mutha‘. I'm surprised that he didn't demand to sing too. Of course 
his voice was so scratchy from his cold that he never could have done it. If he had been healthy, we would 


probably be arguing over that as well. But it didn't stop him from complaining about how Shane was singing it. 


"You're singing it all wrong!" Mitch croaked, banging on the glass. | buried my head in my hands and wished the 
day would just end. "He can't get ‘cause he doesn't fuck girls," Mitch muttered, 


"| fucking heard that!" Shane shouted. 
"Yeah? Good!" Mitch replied. Shane threw down the headphones and stormed into the control room. 


"Look asshole, | don't tell you how to play guitar so don't you tell me how to sing!" Shane shouted, shoving 
Mitch back 


"The difference is | know how to fucking sing. You probably don't even know how to hold a guitar," Mitch yelled, 


shoving back. 
"Well at least | know how to hold a job!" Shane sneered. 


‘I've worked fulltime since | was sixteen! This is the first time in six years | haven't had a job. What the fuck 


were you doing at sixteen?" 


"| was getting an education so | would turnout an ignorant, loudmouthed, failure with a lifetime of dead end jobs. 
But you most definitely took the smarter path. Your father must be so proud of you Mitch," Shane replied. | 
was so sure that Mitch would throw a punch that | darted between them. But he just grabbed his guitar and 
walked out. We recorded the rest of the song without him. 


Later, when we got home, | let Shane really have it. "You were a real asshole today!" 


| was an asshole? Well maybe spending all time around your brother is rubbing off on me. But that sort of 
behavior works for him so | figured I'd might as well try it. Then maybe you'd consider my feelings for once," 
Shane replied. He sat down on the couch and started reading the paper. 


He does this because he knows it pisses me off and it works! | hate be ignored. But what | really hate is the 
way he just shuts me out when he's mad or doesn't agree with me. | think it's childish. In fact | think I'm more 


mature at nineteen then Mitch and Shane combined are now. | grabbed the paper from his hands. 
| can tell you one feeling you'll have that | won't be considering any time soon!" | snapped. "Mitch couldn't help 
the fact that he had a cold on the day we were recording. You were just being a prick. And another thing, not 


everybody has wealthy parents to send them to exclusive prep schools!" 


‘| was on scholarship! | worked hard to be there Toby. Mitch hasn't worked hard for anything! Not even to be 
in this band," Shane responded. 


"That's not true! You don't know everything. You know almost nothing about Mitch! Don't ever say shit to him 
about my father. | don't care how pissed off you are. It's just not cool!" 


"If parents are off limits you should probably tell your brother. He certainly enjoyed making Todd squirm about 


his mother." 

"That's fucking different and you know it! Mitch is really touchy about my dad!" 

"What? You mean you're father isn't incredibly proud of Mitch? | find that astounding! A drunk, a gambler, and 
a laid off garbage collector, with a list of accomplishments like that what father wouldn't be proud,” Shane 


laughed. 


"Fuck youl" | growled, grabbing my jacket. 


"You were the one that wanted to have this out Toby! Where the hell are you going?" 


"To go find a guy | who actually deserves to have me suck his cock!" | slammed the door behind me. 


Nineteen 


It would have been nice if he had rushed after me, admitting he was wrong. But | was slowly realizing that 
when it came to the subject of Mitch, Shane would never admit he was wrong. It would have been nice if after 
two days he'd be delirious with worry and would search far and wide for me. And after he found me, we would 
have hot passionate make-up sex. It would've been nice if any of these things had happened, but they didn't. 
Instead, | woke up on day three with a sinking feeling in my stomach and a stuffed up nose. Ironies of ironies, | 
had caught Mitch's cold. After two more days of waiting for him to call, | called him. He acted like nothing was 
wrong. He didn't ask where | had been or if | had indeed sucked a more deserving cock. He wasn't angry or 


upset. He was busy. He was fucking busy! That's what he said to me. 

"Busy! Well to hell with youl" | shouted into the phone. 

"Toby," Shane sighed, "I'm at work!" 

"For five days Shane? That's one hundred and twenty hours straight! Well you are a hard worker. No wonder 
Mitch doesn't measure up to your standards! And a fat lot you care about me! | could've been in the morgue 
for all you seem to care," | cried. 


"But you weren't. You were over at Todd's sulking. This is going to have to wait. I'm at work," Shane replied. 


"I know you're at work! I'm the one that fucking called you! Remember? Because you didn't care enough to call 


me. 
"Toby, | care! | knew where you were." 

"Then why didn't you call me and apologize?" 

"Because | have nothing to apologize for!" 

"You were a total bastard!" 

"Fine!" 

"Finel" | shouted, hanging up the phone. | immediately regretted it. | had solved nothing and | knew he wouldn't 
pick up the phone if | called again. | hate when | let my temper get the better of me. If | have learned anything 
growing up around my father and Mitch, that it's keeping your cool that insures your survival. But there was 
something about Shane's tone that set me off. It was his lack of concern, regret, even anger that really 
infuriated me. It was as if he didn't care one way or another if | returned. | was beginning to think he didn't 


care about me at all. 


So | spent the rest of the day feeling shitty and listening to our demo over and over again. It was great, even 


better than | imagined it would be. Now | just had to get it out there, get us booked. Then | could find us a 
manager and get us signed. That is if | could keep the whole damn thing together. | listened to the final track, 
Mitch's song, and it was actually pretty good. Three original songs, any one of them could get us a contract. 
How could everything be falling apart when everything was coming together? How can that be possible? 


Mitch, that's what makes it possible. This last time wasn't really his fault. Shane was needling him. But if he 
hadn't been such a bastard to Shane all along, none of this bickering would be happening. | don't think Mitch 
knows Shane well enough to really hate him. In fact, the only person I've ever known him to truly hate is our 
dad and that's with good reason. That's the problem right there. Its not Shane but what he represents that 
pisses Mitch off. 


First off Shane is everything Mitch is not, smart, educated, good looking, and talented. Not that Mitch is ugly 
or untalented or even really that stupid. Its just that Shane has more talent. He's better looking and a hell of a 
lot smarter. He's accomplished in ways Mitch could never be. Shane is polished, the whole package. Shane was 
born to be center stage and Mitch was not. And now Shane has taken Mitch's limelight. Then there's the other 
obvious bone of contention. Shane is a flesh and blood conformation that his little brother is a faggot. You 
know, that cursed word that first gets thrown around when you're in the fourth or fifth grade. Mitch would 
flip out whenever he heard any one call me faggot. To Mitch, it's the worst thing you could possibly be. Now 
he had to face the fact that it was true. The thing is | don't know if he can face it. But he's going to have to 
otherwise everything I've worked for is going to fall apart. No, | won't tolerate that. Either Mitch learns to deal 
or he's out. Thats it. I just hope he gets a job soon I'll feel real lousy if | had to cut him loose and he had 
nothing. He couldn't keep staying here and going home would kill him. Sometimes | just wish Mitch would drink 
himself to death. | know it's a rotten thought but the responsibility of being his brother gets to be too much 


sometimes. | was thinking just that when he returned with Todd and a case of beer. 
"Did you get the job?" | asked. 


"Yes! Now will you stop fucking ragging on me?" Mitch growled, opening Todd's refrigerator, shoving in the case 
before taking one for himself. 


"When do you start?" 

"Monday. Now shut up. Basketball is on," Mitch replied, dropping down onto the couch and turning on the plasma 
TV. Mitch was obsessed with the thing. He loved that it took up most of the wall. He'll run up to it and say, 
"Look! That guy's head is as big as mine. It's like having TV people in your living room!" | swear that sometimes 
he is so adorably stupid that | can't be mad at him. This wasn't one of those times. 

"Just don't get drunk all weekend and over sleep! So where is it? What are you doing?" | asked. 


Shipping and receiving," Mitch answered. "Now be quiet! Hey Toad, fires us up a bowl?" 


"Sure," Todd replied, sitting down with his stash box. 


"Actually Todd, | need to talk to Mitch alone for awhile," | said 

"Fuck that! lve been running around all day! im tired and | want to watch the gamel" Mitch cried. 
"| need to talk to you" 

"No, no you don't. You need to be quiet and let me chill’ 


"Todd, just leave for a few minutes, would you?" | asked. Todd nodded and went into his room with his stash 


box. 
"Damn it! I've been thinking about getting high all fucking day!" Mitch griped. 
"Well I've been thinking about Shane all day and now | feel rotten!" 


"You know, you shouldn't be thinking about feeling. It's unnatural or something.” Mitch finished his beer and got 
up for another one. | took the remote and muted the TV. | waited for him to sit down before | said anything. 


"Mitch, | am gay and you have to accept that," | said calmly. 

"Oh God! Here we go again! | don't want to have an Oprah moment! | want to get high!" Mitch complained. 
"Shane is my boyfriend." 

"Then go bug him!" Mitch snapped. 

"He's not going anywhere." 

"Like this conversation?" Mitch asked snidely. 

"No, like you better get used to him or hit the road," | snapped back. 


"Why is it all my fault huh? He fucking insulted me! You let him! I'd never let somebody put you down like 
that!" Mitch said angrily. 


"| do stick up for you Mitch and you insult Shane all the time. You call him names, you're disrespectful," | 
replied 


"He calls me names!" 
"When?" | asked. 


"When we were recording! | don't know what it was but he called me something and l'm smart enough to know 


when somebody's giving me shit. And you let him say all that shit about me and Dad!" 


"Well he was wrong but Mitch can you blame him? You were being a shit about that song and you know it. 


Plus you have been an asshole to him from day one," | responded 

"Yeah, well | thought he liked assholes!" 

"Just mine," | grinned. Mitch looked absolutely horrified 

"Don't tell me that! | don't want to know that! You're fucking gross, you know that?" Mitch gasped 


"Why? You talk about pussy all the time and | have to listen to that! Hell you were talking about Todd's mom 
for Christ sake!" | cried. 


"Ssshh! Fuck! She'll hear!" Mitch growled. "Besides, pussy is different. A girl doesn't shit out of her twat! And it 


normall Pussy is normal." 
"Assholes are normal. In fact assholes are so normal, everyone has one, even you Mitch," | laughed. 


"Fuck! Leave mine out of this! See! That's creepy! He's made you creepy Toby! Talking about buttholes and crap, 


like its every day conversation” 

"Well | think talking about somebody's forty-five year old mother is creepier," | replied Just then there was a 
knock on the door. Just what | needed, a carload of Todd's friends to show up. Mitch bolted up and opened the 
door. He froze. 

"What are you doing here?" he asked, his voice edged in hostility. | turned to see who was at the door. | met 
Shane's gaze as he peered over Mitch's shoulder. | knew then the true meaning of heartache. Yeah, | had been 
miserable the last few days. | had missed him and | was angry at him. But when | saw him there | thought my 
heart was going to explode. Every bit of emotion seared me. | was so glad to see him, | could have wept. | 


might have actually done so if Mitch wasn't standing there scowling. 


| came by to give Toby a ride home," Shane replied. "Whenever he's ready that is." Mitch scoffed and plopped 
back down on the sofa. | looked back at Shane. | couldn't help but smile. 


lm ready," | said, my tone a little to chipper for Mitch's liking. 
"Yeah, get him out of here," Mitch grimaced. 
"Hey Shane," Todd said, coming out of his room holding his pot pipe. "| thought | heard you." 


"You were eavesdropping," | responded, finding my coat. 


"Me? Never!" Todd replied, grinning. He sat down beside Mitch on the couch and began preparing a bowl. 
"Mitch, I'm sorry if | hurt your feelings the other day," Shane said. 

Mitch turned towards him and glared. "You think you hurt my feelings?" he sneered. Todd gave him a slight 
nudge with his foot. "Okay, no problem, but you didn't hurt my feelings," Mitch said, grabbing the pipe from 
Todd. Shane looked at me, shook his head and smiled. 

Later we lay in near darkness on his bed listening to our demo. | rested my head on his chest, listening to his 
heart beat with one ear and his singing with the other. | gently slid my hand up under his shirt and stroked his 
stomach. "See? | told you we are good," | said. 

"Yes, you did. And you were right," Shane replied, running his fingers through my hair. 

"Thank you for coming to get me" 

"You're welcome." 

"And thank you for apologizing to Mitch," | smiled, pushing his shirt up and tweaking one of his nipples. 

"Can we at least refrain from talking about your brother during foreplay?" Shane gasped. 

"Sure." | leaned down traced a trail around the assaulted flesh with my tongue then sat up. 

‘| was hoping you'd choose foreplay over talking," he chuckled. 

“Shane, | want this band to work. | want us to work and I'm willing to do most anything to see that happen’ 


"You're brother and | are never going to get along.” 


"No, you'll never be friends but you can get along and you will. You have to. Just try. Haven't you ever had to 


work with someone you didn't particularly like?" | asked. 
"Yes, but that different." 


"But nothing, you do your part and I'll make sure Mitch does his. He was actually trying the other day. Things 


didn't head south till you commented on his ass.” 
"Yes, his ass is definitely southward," Shane smiled. "I'll do my best, scouts honor." 
"You were a Boy Scout?" | asked, 


"Its just an expression" 


"You were!" | teased. "Can you teach me how to start a fire?" | undid the top button on his pants and pulled at 
his zipper. 


"You are so bad!" 
"Come on, tell mel" | cooed, easing his pants past his hips. 


‘Its easy! Just rub two stick together," Shane grinned. | leaned forward and kissed him. It was one of those 
deep, all encompassing kisses that | love. 


| missed youl" | whispered in his ear. | eased back down, resting my face near his crotch. "And | missed you 


too!" 

"He most definitely missed you," Shane gasped. | tugged his shorts down and gave it a gentle kiss. | grasped it, 
lapping at the head, savoring the taste of him. | love the feel of his cock as it swells at my touch. | love 
running my tongue up and down his shaft and feeling it quiver even more. | pulled away and looked up at him. It 


wasn't possible to love someone any more than | do Shane. 


"I can't wait to fuck you," | whispered. It was instant, like | had just punched him in the stomach. The usual 
light in his eyes darkened. He rolled on his side, then sat up. "What's wrong?" 


"Nothing," he answered. He voice was less than convincing. He reached for his pack of cigarettes on the 


nightstand. In the brief flicker of the lighter | saw that his face was ashen 

"Shane? What did | say?" | asked 

"Hts nothing. 

"Haven't you done it before?" | asked. ‘Ill be gentle. You love it. | want to be inside you, apart of you" 
"You're not the first, Don't flatter yourself! 

"Why are you so upset with me?" 


lm not upset with you," Shane sighed. "l'm just a bit keyed up. Let's go for a drink" Shane got up and pulled on 
his shorts. 


"Now?" | asked. 
"Yeah, now." 


"But you have to work tomorrow," | replied watching him stepping into his pants. 


"So? It will be fun. We almost never go out" 
"But why now?" 


"You're always bugging me to go out! I'd think you would want to," Shane said, pulling his shoes out from under 


the bed. 
“Alright, give me a minute," | sighed. 
We ended up in a bar in Silver Lake. Not just any old bar, but a gay bar, probably one of the most notorious 


gay bars in the greater Los Angeles area. The dance floor was teeming with taunt, tan, blonde boy-men. 


Unbearable loud techno music blared from large speakers, one of the main reasons | stay out of places like 
this. We didn't say much. What would be the point? We couldn't hear each other. We just leaned against the 
bar and watched. 

Three guys had already tried to pick Shane up. He declined but | couldn't help but wonder how reluctant he 
actually was since he kept flashing that fucking smile of his. | got my fair share of offers but | was used to 
being the focus. There really are down falls to fucking the hottest guy alive. | was still on my first vodka and 
tonic but Shane was finishing his fourth scotch. I'd only seen him drink like this once before, when he finished 
finals. He was right. He was keyed up and instead of helping the alcohol just seemed to make him tenser. 
Shane leaned forward. "That guy in the blue shirt, what do you think of him?" Shane whispered in my ear, 
pointing to the dance floor. | turned and looked. He was hot alright, blonde, tan, beautiful body, and oddly 
familiar. 

"He's alright. Lets go home," | shouted over the music. 

"IFs still early. Would you fuck him?" Shane asked, his liquor tinged breath hot and heavy against my cheek 
"Why would 1? | have you," | replied. 

"But if | wasn't in the picture, would you want to fuck him?" 

"What is this Shane? Are you trying to dump me?" | asked angrily. 

"No Boo!" 


"That's a strange thing to ask!" | responded. | drained my drink and ordered another one. Shane ordered another 


as well. "You know you going to be sorry tomorrow when you have to get up in the morning." 


"Maybe," Shane smiled. "You know | would do him." 


"Really? What are you trying to prove Shane? That you're really gay? And if so, who are you trying to 


convince, yourself?" | asked. | was starting to get annoyed. 


"| never said | was gay. | like women," Shane answered. He drained his glass and set it down on the bar. "| just 


thought you might like to try something different.” 
"Different, | don't want different Shane. | want you!" 


"Oh | planned on being there!" Shane smiled wickedly before giving me a kiss. He nuzzled my neck. He slowly 
worked his way up till he reached my ear. "| want to watch you fuck him," he whispered. | pulled away and 
looked deep into his eyes. 


Forty-five minutes later there we were with a complete stranger naked on our bed. | had convinced myself 
that | was doing it for him, that he wanted it, so | should do it. Part of me found it kind of hot. What guy 
doesn't want two people lavishing attention on him? But there was something hollow and contrived about the 
whole thing, something that left me feeling uneasy. It started out awkwardly, with Shane standing there 
watching the guy suck me off. He just watched with that vague look on his face. After about ten minutes he 


got undressed and came over and kissed me. "Fuck him," he whispered. 


| slid my cock from the guy's mouth and reached over to the nightstand for a condom and some lube. As | 
prepared myself, Shane never took his eyes from me. But it wasn't erotic like when he watched me jerk off. | 
turned the guy around. | just couldn't bear to see his face. As soon as | entered him, Shane leaned over him to 
kiss me. They were urgent and sloppy, so unlike the kisses that made me fall in love with him in the first place. 
A tight warmth gripped my cock but it wasn't where | wanted to be. Shane gasped, tensed and lightly bit at 
my bottom lip. | could see the guy had taken Shane's cock into his mouth. 


‘| love you," Shane murmured, holding my face between his hands. He strained to get closer and began to 
thrust forward. He dragged his mouth from my lips downwards. He sucked and bit till my neck was bruised and 
sore. "It you | love Toby, only you. Do you believe me?" he asked. 


"Yes," | whispered. | felt the tight ring of muscle contract around me. It sent an unwelcome shudder of 
pleasure up my spine. The body that surrounded my length thrust back. | matched him, driving forward with 


an ever increasing pace. Shane's mouth once again met mine, our tongues dancing about. 


‘| love you," Shane cried between gasps. Over and over again he said it. | could almost believe that it was him | 
was inside. That his moans and cries were the result of me and not some stranger's mouth. Shane arched his 
back and groaned. | quickly closed my eyes and let my mind fill with his voice, his body, his singing, anything 
that could get me there and this over with. 


| awoke sometime near morning. The nameless body had long since left. | thought | heard Shane sob but when | 


sat up, all | could hear was the steady rhythm of his breath. | got up and went to the bathroom. There was a 


large purplish mark on my neck. | felt stained, dirty, but above all completely disgusted with myself. 


The Real Nineteen 


It took awhile for things to get back to normal between Shane and me. A certain level of trust was gone. It 
was like there was this whole other side to him that | didn't know. It's not that I'm against anonymous sex. I've 
had plenty of that. Nor do | object to ‘group activities’ in of themselves. They can be fun. | would love to share 
an experience with another with Shane. But that's just it. The Shane | know and love wasn't there, not really. It 
was just the mechanics, none of the connection you should share. It was a completely hollow and unsatisfying 


experience. 


| tried to talk to Shane about it but he kept avoiding it. He became even more distant than usual. That's what 
he does. He completely withdraws, becomes unreachable. He retreats behind those fucking headaches of his. | 
get so frustrated because | don't know what to do. Finally | couldn't take it any more. It was a few days after. | 
was at the sink in the bathroom shaving when he came in to pee. He didn't even say good morning, just inched 
past. | dried my face with a towel and let my finger trace the brownish-green remnant of our debauchery. 
"Don't ever do this to me again It's ugly and juvenile. Besides l'm not property. You don't get to mark me like a 
dog pissing on a fence," | hissed. 


‘lm sorry. | didn't know you felt that way," he muttered. 
"Well | do," | replied 


"| won't do it again," he said. He left, went to get coffee is what he said but he didn't come home till well past 
the dinner hour. Then he headed straight for bed, another one of his headaches. It went on like this for a 


couple of weeks. But slowly the old Shane returned. | vowed never to let him disappear on me again. 


| spent a good deal of time busying myself with our press kit. The first thing | had to do is gets some decent 
photographs. All the ones we already had were all done by friends. They were either too cheesy or out of 
focus, usually both. Luckily Kevin had a friend that was a photographer who agreed to do it if we played his 
sister's wedding for free. Mitch was a little pissed because we don't play weddings. We aren't exactly a wedding 
kind of band but it was the best solution | could come up with. Of course we were all cracking up when we had 
to play Simple Minds' ‘Don't You Forget About Me’. But with Shane singing it, it wasn't half bad. It was one few 
times Mitch was glad he wasn't singing. 


The photo shoot was another ordeal all together. The photographer was only available on Wednesdays which 
meant everybody had to take off work. This put Shane in a bad mood because he hates missing work. Todd got 
lost and was an hour late. Then Mitch didn't want to wear what | wanted. | finally compromised and let him 
wear the baggy ass jean as long as he wore a belt. Actually l'm just glad he didn't show up drunk. We actually 
got some pretty good pictures. | picked the one were Shane had a slight smile on his face, that look he gets 
when he thinks he's indulging me. 


Then | made copies of everything ever written about us. Every review, the two interviews Mitch and | did for 


the B-side magazine, hell | wouldve put in my fifth grade report card if | thought it would make us sound 


good. | did fudge a bit on the background bit. | lied about how long we had been playing together. In a way it 
was technically true. Mitch and | have been playing music together since | was eleven. Black Fulcrum has been 
together for four years even if | wasn't always a member. And so what if Shane has only been in the band 
for a couple of months. They don't need to know that. Besides it's like he's been here all along. OF course | lied 
about my age too. | sent kits to everyone | could think of, A€R people, agents, radio stations. | heard nothing. 
We did get play on two of the local college stations, which was a good start. | guess | just expected more right 
off the bat. 


A few good things did happen though. Mainly, Mitch and Shane started to tolerate each other. Mitch stopped 
calling Shane faggot. Now he was Goldilocks or McClure. And when Mitch really started to get to Shane he 
would roll his eyes and give me a look | would intervene, pull Mitch aside, and take care of it. So there were a 


lot fewer arguments. They even managed to have a laugh, at my expense of course. 


Mitch had finally gotten around to getting his own place. Well | wouldn't exactly call it a place. Its more like a 
hovel. It's just a room some guy stuck up behind his garage. Unpainted drywall, one lone light bulb, no heat, and 
it costs four hundred a month. Only in LA could someone actually get that kind of rent for an unfinished room. 
Luckily it had a bathroom. He didn't even have a kitchen, just a microwave. It was a total dive but what do you 
expect with Mitch. He still hadn't saved enough for a car so Shane and | usually picked Mitch up for practice. 
This one particular day | knocked on his door but he didn't answer. | walked around the side and peered through 
the window. Mitch had tacked up a towel as a sort of makeshift curtain but it left about an inch wide gap on 
the left side. Just enough so that | could see that he was inside and not alone. He was getting a blowjob from 
Sheri. | hated Sheri. She was a total bitch. | went back to the door and pounded on it until about two minutes 
later Sheri opened the door. She licked the corner of her mouth and smiled. 


"Hey Toby" 


"Sheri, it looks like you missed a spot," | said, point at the white sticky ooze that had dribbled onto the front of 


her half-T. "Hurry, before it loses all its nutritional value." | grinned as she glared and stocked past me. 


| knew you were a fag. | knew there was a reason you didn't like me," she hissed before stomping off. Mitch 


came to the door, holding his leather jacket with one hand and trying to button up his fly with another. 
"You told her!" | shouted. 

"What?" Mitch asked. 

“About mel" 

"What about you?" Mitch asked. He pulled the door shut and locked it behind him. 

"You know exactly what! | can't believe you told her!" | snapped, heading back to the car. 


"| didn't exactly tell her. She kind of figured it out on her own" 


"Bullshit!" 

"Well if it's some kind of secret, you better do a better job of hiding it is all I'm saying," Mitch replied 
"What's that supposed to mean?" | demanded to know. 

"Nothing," Mitch muttered. 

"No! What did you mean Mitch? You better fucking tell mel" | shouted. 


"You're not exactly manly are you," Mitch answered, climbing into the backseat. | got in the car, slammed the 


door, and turned around and glared at Mitch. 
‘I'm manly. Ask Shane! | am very manly," | argued. 


"Yeah you're manly or you will be as soon as we get you de-clawed," Mitch snickered. Shane started laughing. 
Then Mitch joined him. It's now a big joke with them. | guess | should be delighted. But if | have to hear one 
more cat joke, I'm going to show them just how sharp my claws really are. At least they are getting along now 


or at least well enough for me to book a few out of town gigs. 


| managed to persuade Shane to take a few days off. We would leave Thursday and get back on Monday. We 
packed all our gear in Todd's van and crammed ourselves in as well. | figure this will be the true test. If we 
can be stuck with each other in a smelly old van for a week and not kill each other we should have what it 
takes to make it. That was what | was hoping any way. | had planned it so that the first day and half was 
spent driving up to Seattle. We'd play a gig there, then Portland the next day, San Francisco the day after that, 
and then drive home. Most of the drive up to Seattle was uneventful. Todd drove the first half while the rest 
of us slept. Well Shane slept, | tried to, and Mitch and Kevin got stoned in the back | was sure we would get 
over since they kept mooning passing cars. After seven hours we stopped and got something to eat and then 


Shane took over driving. 


We were about an hour outside of Seattle when it happened. Shane had pulled over at a rest stop so we could 
stretch and take a piss. Shane went into the men's room and | being me of course followed. Nature was calling 
and in more ways than one. Smiling, | leaned against a sink and watched him pee. As soon as he washed his 
hands | grabbed him around the waist and pulled him close. | couldn't help myself. | find it impossible to keep 
my hands off him sometimes. | gave him a kiss, darting my tongue into his mouth for the briefest of 
moments. "Stiff?" | asked, rubbing his crotch. 


"Mmmm, very," he responded, grinning. 
| quickly scanned the stalls. "Let me help you relax the," | giggled. 


"Well we'll be there soon Then we can do it as it was meant to be done, in the bathroom of a fleabag motel." 


"Aw! | want some Shane now!" 


"We should get going Boo. Think of it this way, waiting will make it all the hotter. Besides we have a show 
tonight," Shane said, smoothing back my hair. "So pee and we'll get going." He kissed me on the forehead and 


walked out. 


| really did think we were alone or | never would have talked to Shane that way. | was washing my hands when 
this guy came out of one of the far stalls. | immediately sensed danger. He didn't head to a sink to wash his 
hands but stood directly behind me. He had eyes like little dark pebbles. They radiated no warmth or sense of 
fife. They were dead eyes. He stared right at me, our gazes meeting in the mirror. | kept my eyes trained on 
his reflection while reaching for a paper towel. The worst thing to do is to let them know you were scared. | 


dried my hands, tossed the towel in the trash, and turned to go. He grabbed hold of my arm. 


"You better fucking let go of my arm," | said. | always patterned my ‘don't fuck with me' voice after my dad's. 
It usually worked but not this time. 


"You some kinda fairy?" he asked. 
"Let go of my fucking arm!" 


"Or what? You faggot boyfriend is gone," he grinned. A lit cigarette flew through the air, landing on the guys 
shoulder. He yelped and let go of me to brush it off. 


"Run Toby!" Mitch yelled, before leaping on to the guy and knocking him to the ground. | ran out as fast as | 
could to find Shane and the others. | don't think I've ever run so fast in my life. | was nearly out of breath 
when | reached the van. 

"This guy.Mitch.they're fighting," | sputtered. We all raced back to the bathroom. They were still rolling around 
the floor punching each other when we got there. Mitch was had done a pretty good job on his face. | was 
never so glad my brother was a thug before. Kevin and Shane pulled Mitch off him. Heaving and gasping, the 
guy pulled himself up. He spit some blood and a bit of what looked like a tooth on the floor. 

"You bunch of fucking faggots! You jumped me! I'm calling the cops!" he shouted. 

"That's a fucking lie! You grabbed my arm! You jumped mel" | screamed back 


"You're a faggot! You all are a bunch of faggots!" he yelled, running out. 


"Fucker! You should have let me kill him," Mitch sneered. He had a cut above his eye and his bottom lip was 
swollen and bleeding but other than that, he looked fine. 


"What the hell happened?" Shane asked. 


"He must have been in herehe heardwell he grabbed me by the arm! If Mitch hadn't come in| could have 


been dead!" | exclaimed. 
"Well once Toby got free you should have taken off too Mitch," Shane said. 


"What? Fuck youl I'm not gonna let some fuck-nut screw with my brother and get away with it! You should've 


waited for him!" Mitch snarled. 
"That's unfair Shane! Mitch didn't start it," Todd said. 
"I know," Shane sighed. "I'm not saying Mitch was wrong. Look let's just get out of here." 


"| agree. The last thing | want to deal with is the cops," Kevin said. The words had no sooner left his lips when 
a Washington State trooper entered the doorway. 


We all stood by helplessly while the patrol car pulled away with Mitch and the bastard who started it in the 
back seat. There was nothing much to do but find the nearest motel and wait till the next day. 


"We are going to miss the show! | can't fucking believe it! They'll never book us again," | lamented as we 


dragged ourselves into a room at the Pine Ridge Motel. It smelled but at least there were two beds. 
"l'm just glad he didn't check the van! | would have been screwed," Todd said. 


"This was what | was worried about. If he hadn't kept hitting him, | could have gotten Mitch out of it. One or 
two punches would've been protecting you. Now it's assault," Shane sighed. 


"Well I'm going to get some chow. That diner didn't look half bad. You can't fuck up a cheeseburger right? 
Anybody coming" Kevin asked, kicking his suitcase to the side. 


"In going to get some sleep," Shane said, collapsing on one of the beds. 

"| better call The Tavern and let them know we won't be showing," | sighed. 

"MI go," Todd replied 

Once they left Shane pulled me down on the bed next to him. "Are you alright?" he asked 
‘Not really but Hl live," | said 


"You have to be more careful Toby. We have to bel" he said. "I cringe when | think of what could have 
happened." 


"I know. I'm sorry. | wasn't thinking," | replied, nuzzling my face into his chest. 
"Neither was |." 
"| could help myself. You're too sexy!" | laughed. 


"This isn't funny Toby! There are a lot of fucked up people out there. We can't afford to be cavalier about it," 
Shane argued. "And what if we do make it? Do we want the whole world to know that we're together? Because 


if we do, it will be more of the same." 
| hadn't really thought about it," | answered. 
"Well you should. Do you really want to be known as the gay band? No one will take us seriously!" 


"Okay, okay! | get your point," | sighed. "All | can think about right now is that | love you and Mitch is in jail. 
That and the show tonight is cancelled." 


"They'll probably knock it down to a misdemeanor. They'll just give him a fine. He should be out tomorrow," 
Shane replied. 


"Should? Should! We have a show in Portland tomorrow! There's a chance he won't be out?" | asked in a panic. 
"He should be but its Friday and you know how these small towns work He could be there till Monday." 
"Fuck! No! This can't be happening!" | howled. | sat up. "That's it! I'm calling my dad." 


| should have known my father wouldn't help. Even when | lied and said it was me in jail. He could have cared 
less. He wouldn't even call to find out when they would be releasing Mitch. Thank God Shane was right. They did 
drop the charges down to a misdemeanor and there was a fine. And thank God again for Todd's dad since he 
wired us the money to pay Mitch's fine. Of course all of this took hours so we arrived in Portland with only 
fifteen minutes to set up and do a sound check Needless to say the show sucked. We headed from the club 
straight to San Francisco. We stopped only once to switch drivers. We arrived in San Francisco ten am, spent 


half of our last hundred dollars on the cheapest motel we could find, and fell asleep. 


| was starting to think we were doomed. There was always going to be something going wrong. | felt even 
though | was just nineteen, my life was a terrible waste. All | ever wanted to do was play music. | didn't want 
to go to college. | didn't want some shitty job in some shitty office somewhere. | would never be happy doing 
anything else. Doing something else wasn't even an option. But here | was, doing my best, and it wasn't working. 
Then there was all that money Todd's dad had spent on the demo. | hated the thought of someone trusting me, 
believing in me that much and | fail him. | know this sounds incredibly egoistical but the truth is I've never 
failed at anything I've set my mind to before. Like Shane, | knew | wanted him in the band so | made sure it 
happened. | wanted to be with him and | made sure that happened. Yet the most important thing of all, the 
band getting noticed, and | can't seem to pull it off. It had been nearly five months since we recorded the 


demo. | know that's not that long. It can take years before things start happening but | didn't have years. | 
knew it was just a matter of time before Shane decided to go back to law school. Something, anything, had to 
happen soon. 

We were set to leave for the club in an hour but | was so despondent by the latest turn of events that | 
didn't even care that Mitch had already down a six pack. He could down three more and | still wouldn't have 


cared. 


"Come on Gertrude, cheer up," Todd said, sitting down next to me. "Things aren't that bad. Some day will look 
back on this and have a good laugh." 


"| doubt it," | replied. 

"Sure we will. We'll be sitting in a suite at The Plaza and I'll turn to you and say “Gertie old girl, remember 
when we missed the show in Seattle? Remember how miserable you were? Remember how strikingly handsome 
| was?” And then you'll say ‘Well | don't recall be miserable Todd but | recall quite well how devastatingly 
handsome you were: Then we'll drink a bottle of Cristal and chuckle." 


| don't know which | find harder to believe, that I'll laugh about this, that things will actually get better, or 
that either one of us could ever afford a bottle of Cristal," | said. 


Todd let out a huge belch. "Uh, Taco Bell." 

"Thanks," | moaned, inching away. 

‘If it's meant to be, it will happen You can only do so much. Just try to have a good time. If we all have a 
good time tonight then it wasn't for nothing. You're problem is you are too used to having things go your way. 
Relax and have a beer. Let's have a smile," Todd begged. 

"Nothing can make me smile at this point." 

| bet | can make you smile," Todd chided. 

"No." | shook my head. 

"What if | belch the Lord's Prayer?" he asked. 

"Nol" 


"What if | sing YMCA’ for you?" he asked. 


"What if | run up and down the block naked?" 


"Then we'd be bailing you out of jail! No thanks," | replied. 

"What if | hold Mitch down and fart on him?" 

"I'd like to see you try," | laughed. 

"Ah! See! You laughed! | got you to laugh," Todd cried. 

"Okay! Okay! | laughed! Now go find Kevin so we can get the fuck out of herel" | exclaimed. 

| decided Todd was right. There was only so much | can do. | might as well enjoy this show since it could very 
well be the last we play outside of LA. We set up and got through sound check We were opening for another 
LA band. They weren't super famous but they were definitely getting radio play and even had a video in 
rotation on MTV2. They weren't bad but we are better. | just wish people would figure that out. Mitch and 
Kevin knew the bassist so they were hanging backstage, getting all chummy and drunk. But what the hell did | 
care? 

We actually played a pretty good show. Shane really worked the audience. Mitch had broken into the condom 
machine in the bathroom and was tossing them off the stage. That got them going wild. | really got into, just 
playing the music and letting everything else fall away. That's the beauty of being a musician. We were all 
pretty psyched when we got off stage but we had to get our gear off and packed back in the van. We were 
leaving as soon as possible since we couldn't afford another night at the motel. Mitch had wondered off when 
he was supposed to be helping. Still it was easier just to do it without him. Once we were set to go, | went 


looking for him. As | was heading back towards the bar, where else would | find Mitch, a guy stopped me. 


"You were in the last band, the lead guitarist, right?" he asked. The guy was short, balding, in his late thirties, 
early forties, definitely not my type. 


"Uh yeah, but I'm in a bit of a hurry," | answered. 

"You were quite good," he said. 

"Thanks, but like | said, I'm in a hurry.” 

‘lim Mike Jaffe. | manage Blue Streak, the band playing now," he continued. 

"Oh?" | replied. Now that got my attention. He handed me a card. Sure as shit, he looked legit. 
"So, what's your name?" he asked. 

"Toby, Toby Dunnock and the band's The Black Fulcrum Brotherhood" 


"So Toby Dunnock, does The Black Fulcrum Brotherhood have management?" 


"Um, well we're looking," | said. 
"Well give me a call when you get back to LA," he smiled. 
| practically skipped to the bar. Mitch saw me and groaned. “Just let me finish this beer," he whined. 


"Hey bartender, two more of these," | said, holding up one of Mitch's empty beer bottles. Mitch looked at me in 
astonishment. | gave him a big kiss on his cheek. "Mitch have | told you lately that | love you!" 


Twenty 


So much has happened in the last year and half that | can hardly believe it. First off Mike Jaffe became our 
manager. As soon as we got back home | checked him out, just to make sure he was legit. Two weeks later he 
was our manager. | can't tell you how nice it was not to have to worry about all that crap any more. No more 
booking gigs, printing up flyers, and no more arguing with club owners to get paid. Best of all is when Kevin or 
Mitch started to bitch about something | could now say, "Not my problem, go talk to Mike." Soon we were 
playing shows three or four times a week. In the beginning we often opened up for Blue Streak but after a few 
months they were opening for us, something that delighted me to no end. Six months later we had two labels 
having a bidding war over us. Mike got us a pretty good deal with enough of an advance that we could all quit 


our jobs. 


Shane was a little leery of quitting his. I've started calling him Chicken Little. He kept saying "What if it doesn't 
work out? What if the record doesn't sell? What if the label drops us?" What if! What ifl | got so sick of 
hearing it. Finally | started crying "The sky is falling, the sky is falling" every time he started worrying. Mitch 
was the exact opposite. He quit his job before we even got a check Then he spent it as soon as he got it. Did 
he get a nicer place? No. Did he pay back my mom for all the money he'd borrowed over the years? No. He 
bought another piece of shit car and drove it to Las Vegas and gambled for a weekend. He still won't tell me if 
he lost it all or not. 


We went back into the studio and made our first real record. It was a lot more fun this time because | didn't 
feel all the pressure | did when we recorded the demo. | didn't have to worry if everybody showed up or the 
time allotted. | didn't even worry that much if Shane and Mitch got along since there were other people there 
to keep them in line. Mostly we did all our parts separately while everybody else hung out in the other room 
any way. Then we would all go in and listen to the finished product. The only argument was when | insisted on 
playing lead on ‘Damn Mutha’. The demo was one thing but a real release was another. | wanted it firmly 
entrenched in Mitch's narrow little mind that | was the lead guitarist for The Black Fulcrum Brotherhood and 
no one else. He's still pissed but there's little he could do about it. My one and only complaint was that | didn't 
have as much control as | liked. The producer made a lot of the final decisions. But if all goes well, next time 


that won't be the case. 


After we finished recording we had a month off. It was nice. Shane and | went to the beach nearly every day. 
It's the only place | ever really see him relax. He loves the ocean and he loves to surf even more. It's beautiful 
to watch. His tan, lithe form is so at ease on the board. Shane makes it look so easy, so easy that he managed 
to get me to climb on a board But after falling off three times and looking like an asshole, | gave up. | know 
when I'm not cut out for something. I'd much rather sit on the beach and watch anyway. Then we would go 


home, make dinner, and the have mind blowing sex. 


One time in particular stands out because it was the first time Shane didn't flinch when | played with his ass. 
We were in the shower. There is something about being in the shower that really gets Shane going. | had 
soaped up his chest, running a sudsy finger around his left nipple. | slowly ran the bar of soap down to his 
stomach. Then | pretended to drop the soap. | slid down his soaped up body. Shane started laughing so | grabbed 


hold of his cock 


‘| want this clean before | suck it," | grinned, stroking it firmly with a lathered hand. It jutted rather angrily at 
my face. "Naughty little Gremlin," | admonished. 


| cupped his balls and soaped them up. My fingers slipped past them toward his ass. They lingered, barely 
touching his crack. Shane leaned back against the tile and shut his eyes. | know | say it about him over and 
over again, but its true. He is so beautiful, especially then, his eyes closed and soapy water running down his 
muscled chest. People who have never loved don't know but when you see someone you love looking like that 
you really do want to weep. | gingerly ran a finger up and down his crack, letting it probe deeper with each 
passing. To my surprise, Shane spread his feet wider apart. | took this as a go ahead. | dropped my head down, 
taking the very head of his cock into my mouth. At the same time | slowly but deliberately circled a finger at 
his entrance. | inching my mouth farther down his swollen cock while pressing inward so by the time | deep 
throated him my finger was surrounded by his tight warmth. Shane gave a labored sigh. | pulled my mouth 


away. 


"Is that okay babe?" | asked. Eyes still closed, Shane nodded. He lifted his hand to my head and gently guided it 
back to his cock. Lapping at the angry tip, | began to work in two fingers. Shane's breath caught but he made 
no protest. | sucked and licked, working his ass all the while. Soon Shane was thrusting and gasping furiously. He 
froze then shuddered. He moaned like | had never heard him before. "Oh fuck, | love you Toby!" | couldn't help 
but grin even though | should have been swallowing. After that, when ever | sucked him off | played with his 
ass. But if | ever hinted at wanting more he'd pull away. That's why my birthday was such a surprise. 


So much was going on that | barely had time to remember that | was turning twenty-one. Earlier that week 
we had taped our first video, for the song ‘One Last Chance Again’. There was a plot sort of, a couple fighting 
played by actors. That was going to be cut with us performing the song on a platform. Of course we didn't 
actually perform it but lip-synched it. It seemed to take forever, and for Mitch forever is anything that takes 


longer than an hour. 


"This is so gay," he complained. | groaned. | knew it was too good to last. Months of good will lost in an 


utterance. 

"Tell me Mitch, why is it gay?" Shane asked sarcastically. 
"Well, you're here for one," Mitch smirked, 

"Shane, just ignore him," | sighed. 


Difficult to do with him standing there bitching every five minutes. And when was the last time you showered 
Mitch?" Shane asked, glaring. 


"Like I'd tell you. You'd probably run right off the stage to go pull your puppet," Mitch snickered 


"The very thought is so repulsive. Even more repulsive than how you smell," Shane complained. 


"That's sex you smell. You know, normal people sex. | just fucked the make-up chick during the last break," 


Mitch grinned. 

"No fucking way! Really?" Kevin asked. 

"Yep! This rock star crap rules!" Mitch cried. 

"The blonde chick or the brunette with the tits?" Todd asked eagerly. 

"The blonde," Mitch replied. "She kept crying ‘Give it to me Mitch! Give it to mel" 

"What did you give her? Crabs?" Shane asked in disgust. 

"You know what McClure? You are a fucking waste! And you're pissed off and | can understand that. The tour 
will be great because Kev, Todd, and me, we're gonna be a three man pussy posse! We're gonna get our dicks 


sucked. We're gonna lick some titties. Then we're gonna fuck our ever loving brains out," Mitch laughed. 


"I just hope you have learned to use a condom," Shane replied. "Though you contracting Aids would be ironic, 


l'm more concerned with a world populated by your progeny.’ 
"What?" Mitch asked. 


"God help us if you have any kids Mitch. Because you happen to be the dumbest motherfucker | have ever 
met," Shane laughed. 


"Okay that's fucking enough Shane!" | snapped. | yanked Shane over to the side. "Leave him alone," | hissed. 


"Fuck! I'm sick of listening to him! Why is it that you let him needle me constantly but if | so much as call him 


a stupid mother fucker, you run to his defense," Shane snarled. 
"Because he is a stupid motherfucker and you're not!" | cried. 
"That doesn't mean | like taking his crap," Shane responded. 


"I know you've been trying. But you have to admit Mitch has too. You guys were getting along. He's just cranky 
today. Can't you just let it go for me?" | asked. 


"Hey guys we need to get rolling," the director called out. 


"Please Shane?" | begged. 


"Fine! Let's get this over with," Shane replied, storming back to the stage. There were no more blow ups that 
day. Shane could have no idea how his comment really cut Mitch deep and | certainly wasn't going to tell him. 
Mitch would kill me if | did. There was definite fallout though. Mitch began drinking very heavily. He always 
drank a lot but he usually had work and cash problems to hold him back. Now it was like a full time job to him. 
| let it go thinking the upcoming tour would slow him down. 


The release party for our first album had inadvertently been scheduled on the day of my twenty-first 
birthday. | wasn't thrilled because | had hoped to spend time alone with Shane but | accepted it. However | 
wasn't prepared for the crappiest day of my life. When | woke up this morning Shane was already gone. | found 
a note from him saying he had gone surfing and would see me later. | don't know what | had expected but | had 
hope for something, breakfast in bed or maybe a birthday blowjob. Something that would start this milestone 
birthday off right. Shane knew it was my birthday. | had not so subtly dropped hints for the last month. My 
mom called which was nice. Around noon | tried reaching Shane on his cell phone but got no answer. | was just 


about to drown my sorrows in a latte when there was a pounding on the door. 


As soon as | opened the door | was hit by a spray of cheap champagne. "Happy Birthday!" Mitch cackled, giving 
the bottle two extra shakes and spraying me again 


"God damn it Mitch!" | shouted. | was dripping from head to toe with Cold Duck. Mitch took a swig from the 
bottle. "How the hell can drink that crap?" 


"Waste not, want not," Mitch laughed. "Come on Birthday boy, lets go. | got big plans. We're gonna get you 


stewed, screwed, and tattooed" 
‘lm not getting a tattoo," | replied. 


"Sure you are. Wash your face. | don't want you scaring away the hookers," Mitch smiled. He brushed past me 


and sat down on the couch. 

"Oh helll Let me take a shower first," | sighed, "and no hookers or tattoos." 

An hour later | was watching Mitch get a tattoo and drinking a bottle of Merlot. Mitch straddled a chair, 
clutching a bottle of Jack while a guy carefully inked his left bicep. "Some present Mitch! | get to sit here 
watching you get a tattoo," | said. 

"Ill get you any tattoo you want," Mitch replied 


"| don't want a tattoo." 


"That's not my fault!" Mitch laughed. He took a gulp of Jack, and then turned to the gentleman maiming his 
arm. "My brother's just turned twenty-one and is still a pussy!" 


‘I'm not a pussy! | just don't want a tattoo. Besides | can tell by the look on your face that it hurts," | replied 


"Yes but it is the pain of Rock `w Rolll" Mitch bellowed. Three hours later Mitch had a grinning devil throwing a 


pair of dice emblazoned on his arm. "Doesn't that fucking kick ass!" he grinned. 

"Let's see how you feel about it in twenty years,” | smirked. 

"Let's go get some hookers." 

"No, lets get something to eat. We've got the party at eight and you're already shit-faced," | answered. 
‘lm not even close! How ‘bout In-N-Out Burger?" he asked. 

"Don't you get tired of Cheeseburgers?" | asked. 


"No. Don't you get tired of sucking dick?" he responded. He dumped the empty Jack bottle in the trash then 


proceeded to pick at gauze over his tattoo. 

"lll never tire of dick Mitch. And stop picking at it!" | demanded. 

We climbed into Mitch's car, | insisted on driving, and found the nearest In-N-Out Burger. When Mitch dies 
they cut open his belly and out will fall cheeseburgers. He can easily eat three or four double cheeseburgers 
in a sitting. | think the only reason Mitch is thin is that half the time he forgets to eat. But whenever he does, 
he's a pig. | ordered a vanilla shake, a hamburger, and fries. Mitch ordered three double cheeseburgers with 


grilled onions, fries, and a large coke. Watching him eat is a marvel. 


"So Goldilocks forgot your birthday. | thought fags are supposed to remember things like that," Mitch mused. 


He shoved half of his second burger in his mouth. 

"They do. That's why you remembered Mitch," | laughed. 

"Fuck you!" 

| smiled and took a sip of my shake. "Mmm, almost as tasty as Shane!" 

"Oh fucking gross! Thanks!" Mitch cried. 

"You mind you manners and I'll mind mine Mitchie," | grinned. "So what are you going to wear tonight?" 
"What do you mean? What's wrong with this?" Mitch asked between bites. 


"Don't talk with your mouth fulll And you are not wearing that!" | replied. “This is industry party Mitch, not a 
kegger at the lake." 


"So? | play the guitar not the stock market. I'm wearing this!" 
"No." | shook my head, 


We went back to Mitch's and | managed to find him something fairly decent to wear. Of course the button 
down black shirt and black jeans were dirty so headed back to my place to do a load of laundry. Shane still 
wasn't back when we got there and | was starting to get pissed. It was nearly six o'clock. Mitch took a shower 


and shaved while | repeatedly called Shane on his cell as | paced back and forth. Finally around quarter to seven 


he walked through the door. 
"Where the fuck have you been?" | yelled. 
"Well hello to you too! | had some errands to run," he replied, leaning down to give me a kiss. 


"Have you checked your cell phone? I've been calling you all fucking day. | thought something happened to you! 
Here | was worried about Mitch fucking it up! The limo is going to be here in fifteen minutes Shane!" | 


exclaimed. | gave him a shove and frowned. 


"Okay birthday boy, no tantrums," he smiled. | hated when he did that when | was mad because it made it 
impossible to stay that way. "It won't take me long. I've just got to change." 


"Well hurry! And Mitch is in the bathroom," | said, happy that he remembered after all. 


"Oh goody! That means there won't be a clean towel. Should | just change right here and freak him out?" he 
asked gleefully. 


"Mmm, yeah. That way | can get an eyeful too," | grinned. 


"You look wonderful by the way. Blue's your color." He gave me one more kiss and started to change. 
Fortunately Mitch is a dawdler and | enjoyed the show alone. 


The party was being held at a club in downtown Hollywood. Not an A-lister place but definitely respectable. 
Kevin and Todd were riding in another car since they lived in the opposite direction It was really cool to ride in 
a limo. Neither Mitch nor | had ever been in one before. Mitch went nuts, playing with every button he could 
find. Then he rolled down the partition and asked the driver how many famous people he had driven. The driver 
ticked off a list of names. Then Mitch asked, "Did any of ‘em bone in here?" 


As soon as we walked through the door everybody started singing Happy Birthday’. The guys started laughing 
because they knew | was surprised. They had totally fooled me. For once | was speechless but it was only 
momentary. "We're still releasing the record right?" | asked. 


"Yes," Mike laughed, "but | thought your birthday deserved some recognition too. Especially now that | don't 


have to pretend you're legal when | book you." 


"You planned this all along?" | asked in disbelief. 

"Of course," Shane smiled. 

"How in the hell did you get Todd to keep his mouth shut?" | laughed. 

"Hey! | can keep a secret!" Todd cried. 

We had a blast. Our new record blared from the sound system, sounding fucking awesome. Then we played a 
set. After that we had cake. It was in the shape of a guitar. Of course my favorite part was the presents. 
Kevin got me a book on Gibson guitars. Todd got me a glass beer stein with Gertie etched on it. It's a good 
thing | like him otherwise | would have had to smack him. 

Around this time a woman dressed like Princess Lei. "Toby-wan Kenobi?" she asked me. | shook my head but 
she smiled and said, "Toby-wan Kenobi, undress me. You're my only hope." Mitch, Todd, and Kevin burst out 
laughing. She proceeded to strip to the theme of Star Wars' and gave me a lap dance. | doubted anyone there 
appreciated it less. | could tell by his shit eating grin that Mitch hired her. 

"Hey, | had to get you a stripper on your twenty-first birthday Obi," he laughed. 

| can't tell you how much it meant to me Mitch. Really, | can't" | replied, glaring. 


‘Oh stop being such a baby! She was hot! Besides | got you something else." He handed me plastic garment bag. 


"Oh and you wrapped it so nice as usual," | said sarcastically. | ripped it open to find a leather jacket. It was 


black and came down to just above my waist. It was actually very nice. Mitch actually surprised me. 
"You got to have a leather jacket if you're gonna be a rock star," Mitch said. 
"Thanks Mitchie." | smiled and patted him on the back. | would have hugged him but he would have killed me. 


"You still have mine to open," Shane said, sliding a small white box towards me. | was actually a little afraid to 
open it right there. If it was something personal, | didn't want everybody to see. "Go on, you like it," Shane 
insisted. | slowly opened it and looked inside. There was a keychain, a BMW keychain, with a key attached. | 
looked at him in disbelief. He guided me out to the parking lot. There sat a brand new silver BMW Z3 28 
Roadster. "You better like it!" Shane cried, "Because | took out a loan to get it." 


"I love it. | really love it," | whispered. | always said | wanted a Beamer. When we were back inside, | gave 
Shane's hand a squeeze under the table. | wish | could have kissed him but that would have to wait till later. 


"This rock `w roll better pan out Boo," Shane whispered in my ear. 


"It will," | said, grinning. 


We all drank well into morning. Shane had somebody drive my BMW home and we left in the limo. Incredibly 
drunk, we stumbled up the stairs and inside. | immediately pulled Shane towards me and gave him a long, lusty 


kiss. "I loved my present," | whispered. 
"You did?" he asked before kissing me again. 
"| didn't get to properly thank you." 


"Mmm well this is a start," Shane chuckled. He dragged me to the bed. He unbuttoned my shirt and slid it off. 
He ran his hands down my chest, grinning wickedly. He fell to his knees. 


"I thought | was thanking you!" | laughed. 


"Tomorrow," he replied. Shane undid the button of my pants and slowly pulled down the fly. He eased them past 
them down past my hips and let them fall to the floor. 


"But | want to," | said but Shane put a finger to my lips. 


"Nice," he sighed, burying his face in my crotch. Shane bit at the elastic of my shorts and dragged them down 
with his teeth. He covered my growing cock with sloppy, wet kisses. 


"You're drunk," | laughed. 


"Very," he replied, falling back on the bed. | slowly undressed him, savoring every second. | stretched out on top 
of him. We shared more languid kisses as we stroked each other. Shane reached over to the nightstand and 
grabbed the lube and a condom and then handed them to me. | stared at him in disbelief. "Go ahead, before | 


change my mind," he said hoarsely. 


| rolled off him and watched as he turned over onto his stomach. | wasn't about to say no. | parted his legs, 
pushing his knees up higher on the bed Determined that he enjoy this, | slowly ran my tongue down his crack, 
parting his cheeks and lapping at his entrance. | could feel him tense under my touch. | gently stroked his side 
as | delved deeper. | let my hand slid, burrowing it between his crotch and the mattress. Shane lifted his hips 
and | grabbed his cock. Stroking it, | continued to tease his hole with my tongue. Relaxing, Shane moved into my 
hand. | replaced my tongue with two slicked fingers. Again Shane tensed. | kissed the small of his back and 
rested my head there. Bit by bit | probed deeper, circling my fingers till all resistance fell away. | added a third 
finger, opening him wider still When Shane's rigid cock began to twitch in my hand, | pulled away. Quickly ripping 
open the condom, | rolled it down my aching shaft. | gave it three good strokes with my lubed palm. | dribbled a 
little more unto my fingers and rubbed it around his hole. 


"I love you," | whispered. Shane nodded. | laid on top of him, positioning myself at his entrance. | gradually 


pushed forward. Shane gasped and clamped around me. He was almost unbearable tight and so tense. "Relax 


honey," | whispered in his ear. 


‘lm trying," he croaked. After what seemed like an eternity, he exhaled. | eased forward till | was buried within 
him. His tight warmth gripped me. | nuzzled my face into his neck, breathing deep his scent. | began to thrust, 
slowly at first, but soon couldn't contain myself. | reached under him and grabbed his cock. | pumped it, 
thrusting harder to meet the rhythm of my fist. | felt Shane tremble beneath me. His tight ring of muscle 
spasmed and clenched. | was jolted by wave after wave of pleasure as | exploded within him. Panting, | continued 
to work his cock till | felt him spill over my hand. Kissing his neck one last time, | rolled off and rested beside 


him. 

Shane bolted up and ran to the bathroom. Quickly disposing the condom in the trash | went after him. He was 
bent over the toilet, heaving a steady stream of vomit. He stopped, glanced at me then retched again. "Are you 
okay?" | asked. 

"Toby, just give me a few minutes," he groaned. | stepped back and shut the door. | listened to him gasp and 
puke. Then | heard the water run in the sink and the sounds of him brushing his teeth. A few minutes later, 
he emerged. 

"What's wrong?" | asked nervously. 

"| just had too much to drink," he sighed. 


| drank more than you. Was it something you ate? Is it me?" | cried. 


"No Boo! It's just been a long day. | drank too much and I'm tired," he replied, giving me a hug. "Let's get some 


sleep." 


Somewhere Between Peoria and St. Paul 


Author's Notes: 
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Somewhere Between Peoria and St. Paul 

"Oh man! Kevin! You can't take a shit on the bus! You have to wait till we hit the venue. Now we gotta smell 
your poop for the next six hour," Todd groaned, as Kevin exited the cramped little box in the back of the tour 


bus. 


Its not my shit. The stench is Mitch's feet. He hasn't changed his socks since we started the tour," Kevin 
replied 


"Can't be helped. | lost all my socks in Detroit," Mitch said. "And that stink ain't foot. Its of the ass variety, 


Kevin." 

"The ass variety?" Kevin asked, laughing. 

Mitch nodded. "I saw that shit you took Schneider! Now put it back!" 

"Put it back?" Kevin made a face. 

"Ask McClure. He'll know how. He's a fudge-packer,” Mitch laughed. 

"How would you like my foot up your ass Mitch?" Shane snarled. "Then you can really see how | pack fudge." 
"Okay! Enough! Mitch shut up! Shane come here and keep me company,” | ordered. 

It was definitely too early in the day for all the bickering. We've only been on tour for a month and | already 
hate it. The tour bus is unbearably small, at least when you have Mitch and Shane on board. The food was 
atrocious. The closet we've come to healthy was an Orange Crush in Chicago. And all we've really seen of this 
supposedly great country is its interstate highways and rest stops. The gigs we've played could have been 
anywhere. At least if we were still in LA we'd have fans in the audience. Out in the great big world, we're just 
another opening act. 


Shane sat down beside me and | gently stroked his back. "Don't let him get to you Shane. It's not worth it" 


| don't think | can do this Toby. | can't take Mitch day in and day out, twenty-four seven," Shane replied in a 


low voice. 


"Sure you can. | know he's being an ass but he's cranky." 


"Get real Toby. We are all cranky. It's difficult enough spending this kind of time with people you love. Its 


impossible to do with someone you hate," Shane argued. 
‘Hate, that's a strong word" 

"Im sorry but that's how | feel Toby" 

"Hl talk to him” 


"You always say that Toby," Shane cried "You talk to him and nothing changes. You better think about the 
future of this band because even if | don't quit, Mitch will certainly end up self destructing.” 


"Isn't being melodramatic is my job Shane," | joked. 


"You think I'm being melodramatic?" Shane asked icily. "It a little past eight in the morning, we have a show 
tonight, and he's already on his way to getting drunk! You really can't be so stupid as to think he's just drinking 


orange juice Toby." 


| looked over at Mitch and the bottle of OJ. resting in his lap. It was a little early in the morning for him to be 
so talkative. Usually, if allowed, he would sleep well into the afternoon and here he was joking around and hyper. 
Then again, sleeping on this bus unless you were dead tired is next to impossible. The bunks were hard as a 
rock and smelled of mildew. But Mitch should be dead tired. He was up most of the night drinking and playing 
cards with one of the roadies. | got up and walked over to Mitch. He knew what | was after. His eyes narrowed 
to a lizard glare. He pulled the bottle from his lap but | grabbed it, sloshing a good portion of the contents on 
to his lap. l'm smaller than Mitch but I'm also quicker. 


"God damn son of a fucking Bitch! You fucker!" Mitch shouted. 


| took a whiff of the bottle. | couldn't be certain so | took a swig. My taste buds confirmed what my nose 
couldn't. It was nearly all vodka. | glared down at Mitch. 


"What? l'm a fucking adult! Why don't you mind your own fucking business piss ant!" Mitch exclaimed, pulling 
the bottle from my hands. 


"Its not even fucking ten in the morning Mitch!" | cried. 
"Well a Screwdriver is a breakfast drink," Mitch laughed. 


"Give it to mel" | ordered. 


"No! Go suck a dick!" 

‘Give itl" | demanded, reaching for the bottle. Mitch leaped up and held it out of my grasp. 

"Just try and take it, you liHle pussy," Mitch laughed 

"Jesus, just let him get drunk," Kevin complained. "There's nothing else to fucking do on this bus” 


‘lm not going to let you fuck up this tour Mitch! This is it. If we screw this up there won't be a second 


chance," | replied. 

"Why are you trying to reason with him Toby?" Shane asked. "Your brother defies common sense." 

"| should have known you started this, you fagot," Mitch hissed at Shane. 

"Fagot, fagot, fagot! Can't you come up with a new insult Mitch? Or is your brain too small to hold more than 
twenty words? How about ass pirate or butt bandit? Of course you really aren't that creative are you? It's a 
wonder you can play more than one cord," Shane retorted. 

"Yeah, l'm so stupid," Mitch grinned. It was that cold, nail you to the floor grin he inherited from our father. 
I'm no rich college boy but | know one thing for sure. You'd rather die than have the whole world know what 
you are. Ain't that right pretty boy? So either you mind your own fucking business or | tell the whole fucking 
world that you're, what was it, an ass pirate." Mitch stalked back to the bunks and pulled the curtain closed. 
Shane turned to me and sneered. "Three more months of this Toby. Just think about it” 

Council Bluff, lowa 


A hand, my hand, snakes across his stomach then downwards. 


"Knock it off Toby!" Shane exclaims, pushing my hand away. He's stretched out on the bed, two pillows propping 
up his head. "| have a headache." 


"You have a headache because you're watching the news instead of fucking mel” | cried. | grabbed the remote, 
turned off the TV, and tossed it across the room. "This is the first time we've really been alone in nearly two 
months. We're in a motel roomon a bed! What the fuck are you waiting for?" 

"Yes, two months Toby! And l'm fucking exhausted. | have a day off and | like to just relax." 


"What's more relaxing than a blow job?" | ask, smiling wickedly. 


"Having an hour to myself,” Shane replied. 


"Fine, I'll go," | snapped. | got up and pulled on my jeans. 
"Can you get me the remote?" Shane asked. 


"Get it yourself," | replied glaring. Shane rolled his eyes, pulled himself up off the bed and got the remote. He 
fell back onto the bed with an exaggerated sigh. "Are you really just going to lie there and watch TV all day?" 


‘| really am," Shane answered. 


"Asshole!" | slid one arm into the sleeve of my shirt, then the other. "Asshole," | repeated, with each button. 
"Asshole! Asshole! Asshole!" 


"For Christ sake Toby! Stopping being such a brat! | have a headache. Go for a walk or something," Shane 
sighed. 


"Oh I'm going alright," | snarled. | dug through my suitcase for a clean pair of socks. "I should have left you to 


law school because you are getting so fucking boring Shane." 

"| never said | wasn't," Shane smirked. 

God | hated when he smirked. It makes me want to hit him. | dropped to the floor and lifted up the bedspread, 
snagging my black Converse All-stars. "I'm going. Going to go outstay out.all fucking night," | muttered, tying 


my shoes. "I'm going to find someone to fuck meproperly.for a change." 


Shane starts to laugh. "Good luck with that Toby. We're in Council Bluff, lowa. There's bound to be at least one 


queer in Town. Use the Yellow Pages. Call all the hairs salons. If a guy answers, that's your man," Shane teased. 
"Fuck you!" 

"Now, now. Don't want to spend your wad when there's some nice corn feed boy out there waiting.” 

"lll do it," | warned. 


"| don't doubt it. Like | said, call the salons. Something like ‘Hair by Troy’. That would be a good bet," Shane 


smiled. 
"You're sure witty for a guy who has a splitting headache," | pouted, 
"Oh stop pouting Boo! Just give me an hour and me and the gremlin will be good to go." 


‘lm going to switch rooms you know," | scowled. "You can share a room with Mitch. See what that does for 


your headache." 


"Do that and I'll go home to LA" 

"One hour!" | warned, shoving my wallet in my back pocket. "| come back and you're not sporting a mammoth 
erection, I'm calling Troy!" 

| walked down three doors to the room Mitch, Kevin, and Todd where sharing, and knocked. As soon as the door 


opened, the distinct odor of pot hit me. 


"Jesus, open a fucking window! You'll get busted," | cried, stepping in and quickly shutting the door behind me. 
Todd and Kevin started laughing. Kevin reached over and pushed one of the windows open an inch. 


"Want some?" Todd offered, holding out a joint. 
"No," | answered, waving the smoke from my face. 


"You've got to be kidding! Angel Mae get stoned?" Mitch laughed, emerging from the bathroom. He gingerly took 
the joint from Todd's fingertips and took a deep drag. He held it. 


"Fuck off Mitch!" | replied, hitting his stomach. He purposely blew it in my face. He gave me a shove. 
"Come on Toby, get stoned with us," Todd said, retrieving the joint. "Don't be a tight ass." 


"Oh he hasn't had a tight ass for some time Toad," Mitch giggled. "He's been plowed like these here prairie 
plains." | punched him in the stomach, much harder this time. Mitch doubled over. "Fucker," he gasped. 


"Just be glad | didn't aim lower Mitchie," | smiled sweetly. | took the joint from Todd and sat down beside him. 
"Soon you won't have any brain cells left Hansen," | said before taking a hit. | let the burning vapors rest in my 
lungs for a moment before expelling them in a plume of smoke. 


"Gertie, old girl, l'm glad | could tempt you to the dark side. Have another hit," Todd insisted. 


| took another drag. "Maybe I'll tempt you to the dark side Todd," | exhaled, letting my left hand fall to his 
thigh. Todd jumped about a foot and tumbled off the bed and on to the floor. 


"I think maybe you've had enough," Todd said, blushing. 


‘lm just getting started," | replied, dropping down to the floor next to him. The warm tingle of THC flooding my 
bloodstream made me giddy. "You know I'm quite fond of blondes Toddles.’ 


"Toddles?" He laughed. "I think | might just prefer Toad." 


The phone rang and Mitch rushed to get. "Hello. Baby, how's going?" he cooed. 


| groaned. "Are you fucking talking to that Sherry bitch?" | shouted. "Tell that hose-bag that its over Mitch! 
Tell her about the prime grade A pussy you've been getting!" 


Mitch placed his hand over the receiver. "Would you fucking keep him quiet!" he hissed at Kevin 
"Not my problem," Kevin shrugged. 


"Shut up or I'll smack you," Mitch warned. He pulled the phone as far as it would go. Then he stretched the 
cord to the receiver till he could sit on the balcony. 


"You know with a new haircut, a pair of tight pants, and a shower, I'd consider fucking you Todd," | said. 


"Gee Toby, thanks," Todd smirked. As he pulled himself up off the floor, | grabbed a handful of his ass. Todd 
yelped. 


"Mitch, your brother is sexually harassing the drummer," Kevin called out to the balcony. 

"You're just jealous. | wouldn't even consider fucking you Kevin," | said 

"| never thought I'd be so glad to hear someone say that to me but what a fucking relief," Kevin replied 
"| really want to fuck Shane," | sighed. "But he's got a headache" 

"Oh fuck," Kevin laughed. Within minutes he and Todd are close to tears from laughter. 

"Hts not funny," | cry. ‘lm really fucking horny! Why else would | grab Todd's ass?" 

"Now thats not funny," Todd said 

"The hell it isn't" Kevin laughed 


"None of it's funny! I'm horny! And I'm in lowa!" | exclaimed. Todd and Kevin totally lose it and are on the floor 
rolling with laughter. 


"What the hell is going on?" Mitch asked, standing in the doorway. 
"He's horny and he's in lowa," Todd gasped. 
"Yeah and he grabbed Toad's ass to prove," Kevin laughed. 


"| know something else I'd like to do to that ass," | giggled. 


"Okay little man, time for you to go back to your own room," Mitch muttered, pulling me up by the arm. 
"But" 


"The butt you're looking for is three doors down," Mitch interrupted. He dragged me down the hall and pounded 


on the door. 
"| have a key," | complained. 

"Shut up piss ant," Mitch snapped. He pounded on the door again 

"| think pot makes me really horny," | explained. 

"Don't tell me that!" Mitch whined. He pounded on the door yet again Shane opened the door just as | was 
digging the key out of my front pocket of my jeans. 

‘Lose something McClure?" Mitch asked sarcastically. Shane looked from Mitch to me. 

"Im stoned," | grinned. "And now I'm really, really horny" 

"Keep it down," Mitch hissed, watching a business man who was making his way down the hall 


"Well | am horny," | cried. 


"Okay," Shane laughed. He pulled me into the room and shut the door behind me. He shoved me down onto the 
bed and fell on top of me. Good thing 


